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LORD 


)RD ELANDE, 
hs Eldeſt Son to the Ri ght Honourable the _ 
' Marquiſs of Hallifax. 


M y Lord, by 


I was not without a great deal of debate with my 


ſelf, that I could refolve to make this Preſent to 

.- Your Lordſhip.; , For though Epiſtles Dedicato- 

- ry be lately grown ſo Epidenucal , that cither 
ſooner or later, no man of Quality ( whom the leaſt 
Author has the leaſt pretence to be troubleſome to) 
can eſcape them; yet methoughe Your Lordſhip ſhould 
be as much aboye the common Perplexities that at- 
tend Your Quality, as You are above the common 
Level of it; as wellin the moſt Exalted Degrees of a 
NobleGenerous Spirit, as ina piercing Apprehenfion, 
500d Underſtanding, and daily ripening Judgment, all 
fweetned by an obliging Aﬀabilicy and Condeſcentiong 
of which I have often, in the Honour of Your Con- 
verſation, had particular cauſe to be iproud ; ang for 
which«herefore, a. more than ordinary reaſon, now, 
to. be-Graceful, _ -- | 6 ffs Ek 
_ -  Anditisupon that pretence, I here preſume to ſhelter 
_ this; Trifle under Your Protection.; tox indeed, at has 
great need of ſuch Protc&tion:; .having/ar is firſt com- 
ng into; the World: mer with; many Enemies, and - 
ber, TE yery 
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| vi > 4 | A 
- very induſtrious ones too ; but this way I was ſure it 
mult live's Would fe but once voyrhſefeero efponſe irs 
Defence ;*whoſe' Generoſity © will. overthrow” the ignobleft 
Envy ; whoſe good Nature ; ,.cannot, but.. confound the 
moſt inveterate Malice ; and whoſe Wit muſt baffle the 
 faucieſt Ignorance. . 
 My:Lord, It would but argue me of the meaneft 
| Impertinence and Formality , to pretend here an Ha- 
rangue of thoſe Praifes You deferve : For he who 
tells che World whoſe. Son You are, has faid enough 
to thoſe who do not know You ; and the happy few, 
whom You have pick'd and choſen for Your' Con- 
verſation, cannor but every hour! You are pleaſed to 
beſtow upon them: be-ſenſible of more thanTcould 
_- tell them (1 'a Volume + Your: Lordſhip being the 
beſt Panegyrick' upon Your (elf ; the Son of that 
Great Father of his Country , who when all manner 
of -Contution, Rin , and! Deſtruction,” was breaking 
in gþont us,tike the Guardiani' Angel of theſe Kingdoms, 
food up ;-and with the-Tongue of an Angel too, 
confounded the Subtlerics of that Infernal Serpent, who- 
would have debauched ns from our -Obedicnce, and 
rarned our Eder mnto--a' Wilderneſs, Certainly His: 
Name" muſt -be for evet Honourable ; Precious His 
Memory; and Happy His Generation, who-durſt exert 
lis Loyaky, when 1c was grown-ialmoſt- a reproactr 
to: have any, and ſtem a torrent of Faion, popu- 
. hr Fury; and: fermenting- Rebellion; to'jthe Preſery- | 
me of the-beft of Kings in his Throne, and\che happieſt © 
| f'People n their: Liberties, 45) 519.21 no 59.51 IBITY 
# - >"'May he live lotg to: 'compleat the: Rep: ro. 
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hai rrade* our Defence; tit! by—the ftrength of 
his Judgment; to-forcfee  thofe: Evils - that' may=yer 
threaten us, and by the Power of his Wifdom 'to- + 
prevent them ; to root out the Footing and Foun- 
dations of the Kings open ( nay, and boſome ) Enc- 
. mies : As a watchful, bold, and ſincere Counſellor 
to his Maſter ; to bea driver of Treacherous, Grinning, 
Self-ended Knaves, Inſinuating Spies, and uſelets. 
unprofitable Fools from his Service : A Patron and 
and Promoter of Honeſty, Merit, and Abilicy, 
which elfe too often, by neglect, are corrupted to their 
Contrarics. ” | E 
In fine, to continue (as he 1s) a kind Indulgent 
Father ro Your Lordſhip, ſo- much every. way. his 
Son, and fit to Inherit his Honours, as in theſtron 
and ſhining Virtues of Your Mind, the fixt * 
ſteady diſpoſition .of Your , Loyalty , the goodneſs 
and obliging temper of Your Nature, is apparent ;-by 
which only I muſt ever humbly confeſs, and no pre- 
ſumprive Merit of my own, I have beerr incouraged 
to take this Opportunity of telling the World how: 
much I deſire to be thought, SEEN 
_—_ 


' Tour Lordſhips 
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Humble Servant to be. Commanded,,. 


- - Tho. Orway. 
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Hough Plays and Prologues neer did more aboand, 
Noer were good Prolagues harder” to be found, | 
To me the Cauſe ſeems eas'ly underſtood : Bo on 
For there are Poets prove not very good, 
Who, like baſe Sign-Poſ# Dawbers, wanting Skill, 
Steal from Great Maſters Fands, and Copy ill. 
Thus, if by chance, before a Noble Feaſt © 


' Of Gen'rous Wit, to whet and fit your Taſte, 


Some . poignant Satyr in a Prologue riſe, 
And growing Vices hand/omly chaſtiſe ; 
Each Poetaſter thence preſumes ou Rules, 
And ever after calls ye downright Fools. 
Theſe Marks deſcribe him, —— | 
Writing. by rote ; Small Wit, or none-to ſpare ; 


 Fangle and Chime's his Study, Toil, and Care : 


Hle always in One Line upbraids the Age ; 
Hnd a good Reaſon why ; it Rymes to Stage. 
With Wit and Pit he keeps a hideous pother ; 


 , Sure to be damn'd by One, for want of T'other: 


But if, by chance, he get the French Word Raillery, 
Lord, how he fegues the Vizor-Maſques with Gallery | 

. Tis ſaid, Aſtrologers ſtrange Wonders find 

To come, in two great Planets lately joyn'd. | \ 
From our Two Houſes joyning, moſt will hold, 


-Vaft Deluges of Dulneſs were foretold. 


Poor Holborn Ballads wow being: born away 

By Tides of duller Madrigals than they ; 
Jockeys aud Jennyes ſet to Northern Airs, > 
While Lowfie Theſpis chaunts at-Conntry Fairs 
Politick Ditties, ful! of Sage Debate, 

And Merry Catches, how to Rule the State. 


Vijaars;ndhedt their Flocks, to turn Tranſlators, | 
- 9 B- | 


ey-water Whey-facd Beau's write Satyrs ; 
Though none can gueſs to which moſt Praiſe belongs, 
To the Learn'd Verſions, Scandals, or the Songs. 


| For all things now by Contraries ſucceed ; 


"ix. pr. Vertue there's no longer need : 
its to him who loudlieft rails ; 
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She fears the ſawcie Fop 


nt oem 
renounce all Honeſty, and riſe. 
Vilhins azd Paraſites Succeſs will gain ; 
is Reign? 


his beft Preferment wo 


But in the Conrt of Wit, ſhail | 
- No : Let th': angry 'Squire give his lambicks ore, 
Twirl Crevat-ſtrizgs, but write Lampoons »o- more ; 
Rhymeſters get Wit, eer they pretend to fhew it, 
Nor think a Game at Cramboe makes a Poet: + 
Elſe is our Author hopeleſs 


next time Heſs : 


But'then his Study jb 
He'll find out Ways to your Applauſe, more eafie ; 
That is, write worſe and worſe, till he can preaſe ye. 


EPILOGUE by Mr. Duke of Cantridge. 


T is not long fince in the Noifie Pit 
Tumultuous Faction ſate the Fudge of 
There Knaves applauded what their Blockheads writ. 

At a Whig-Brother's Play, the Bawling Crowd 


Burſt oat: in: Shouts, as. zealous, and as loud, 
As when' ſome Member's flout Eletion-Beer 


Gains the mad Voice of a whole Drunken Shire, 
And: yet, even then, our Poet's Truth was try'd, 
Tho 'twas a Dev'lifh pull to ſtem the Tyde; © 


And tho he ne'er did Line of Treaſon write, 


MAC. & 


Tyde. runs out, the Loyal flows...  _ 


Nor made one-Rocket on Queen Beſle's Night, 
Such was his- Fortune, or ſo good his 

Even then he fail d mat wholly of 
He that could then efeape, now 
Sznce the Whig- 


Caufe, . 
Applinſe: 


AP you. who lately here preſam'd to bawl, 


from your Brethren at Guildhall: 0 + 


The Spirit-of: Rebellion there is que#'d, 
| are all repeal$:- | 


ice bas reſum'd agen 


I Seat, nor bears the Sword in vain... 


The Stage ſhall laſh the Follies of the Times, 


And. the Laws Vengeance overtake the Crimes-.. 


he ; 


Wit ; 


ans -- 


C The Perjar'd Wretch ſhaZ ma.Protettion. gain; win. 4 Ns: © 
From his diſhonour d Robey \avd., Gnldan:(Ghaiog 


But ftand expos'd to all Wh inſulteng Town ooo yh a wk 


"el Aa <A A Wd; NY 


While Rotten Eggs bepaw the Scarlet Gown, .- SID TDETH-N & 
Path hence betimes,: you that were \never. Garten, - IG nr 
- To fave the Land, .a»d: dam'- your ſelves, by. Swearing: ES» 
Shou'd the Wiſe: Gity:; wow,:to 1caſe- your Feare, oY il 
Ereft an Office fo Inſure your Ears, = me 1 ogra 


Thither ſuch num rous Shoals of Witneſſes, 


And Juries, conſcious of their Guilt, wou 'd KY 


That to the Chamber hence. 


might more be gdin'd,.. 


Than ever Mother Creſwell. from it - drais'd 00 
And Perjury to the Orphans Bank | "RN JODI 
Whatever Whoredom robb'd it of before. 
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Father to Bcaugard, 
Beaugard. | 
- Courtine. 

Daredevil. _. 
Theodoret. 

Gratian. 


Porcks. 
Lucretia. 
Sylvia, Courtine's Wife. 


Mrs. Furniſh, an Exchange-woman. 


Phills, Porcia's Woman. 
Chloris, Lucretia's Woman. 
Rofard, Gratian's Mar. 


Plunder, Beaugard's Mon.” 


Six Ruffians. 
Footmen. 


A'Pege. 


Mr. Perin. . 7 = 
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Mr. y + 4 


& Mr. Smith. 


Mr. Underbill,” 
Mr. Wilſhire. - 


Mrs: Barr ” 
Mrs. Butler. 
Mrs. Carver. 
Mrs. Osborn. 
Mrs. Parciual” 
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THE 


Or, The Second Part of the 1, EM 
SOLDIERs FORTUNE. 


THE FIRST. ACT. 
Beaugard and bis Fathet. | 


I R, 1 ſay, and ſay again, No Matrimoay ; I'll not be-noos'd.. 
Why, I beſeech you, Sir, tell me Plainly and fairly, What. 
have I done, that I deſerve to be married ! LIONS 
. . Fath, Why, Sauce-box, . I, your old Father, was marticd 

| | before you were barn. _ ON 

- Beaug. Ay, Sir ; and1 thank you, the next thing you did, was, you begot 
. me; the Conſequence of-which was as follows: As ſoon as I was born, you . 
ſent me to Nurſe, where I ſuckt two years at the dirty Dugs of a foul- 
feeding Witch, that liv*d in a thatclvt Sty upon the neighb'ring Common; 
as ſoon as I wasbig-enough, that you. might be rid of me, you ſent me to'a 
Place calPd a School, to: be Nlaſtt and boxtt by a thick-filted Blockhead, 
that could not read himſelf ; where learat no Letters, nor got no Meat, 
but ſuch as the old Succubus his Wife bought at a ſtinking Price, fo over-run 
with Vermin, that it us'd to crawl home after her. : 
Fath. : Sirrah, it was the more nouriſhing, and made ſuch young, idle” * 
Whoreſons as you fat; fat,, you Rogue. T remember the young Dog at 
twelve years. old had abroad, ſhining, pufft, Bacon-face; likea'Cherubim; 
and now he won't-marry.., _.. Eh LOSS 
Sean, My next Removal was home —_ - and then you did not know 
what to do with me farther, till after a Twelve-months Deliberation, out 
of abundance of Fatherly Aﬀection and Care 
civilly and fairly turn'd me out of your Dog? | WIE . 
Fath, The impudent, termagant, unruly Varlet rebell'd with too! much 
TLcntyo und took up Arms againſt my Concubine. Turn'd yon out of my 
'Doors ! | 


Beans. i 


'your Poſterity, you very 


 - 


S 


B _ Beans... Yes, 


4 Th? AT HEIST: Or; 
-—Feang.—Yes, tyrn'd me out of Doors, Sir. 
.—-Farh:Had Fnot-reaſon, Maſter Hettor 2 ER | 
Beang. A$'I had then, ſo have I now too, Sir, more Manners than to: 
diſpute the Pleaſure of a Father] Þ. | | 
Fath. Nay, the Rogue has Breeding, that's the truth on't ; the Dog. 
would be a very pretty Fellow, if I could but perſwade him to marry... _ 
ori out of Noorsas I was, yon nay remember, ir, you gave. 


menot Shilling; my Induſtry aadamy Vertue was all I kad to truſt x0. 
ath;\Bleſs ns-all Y Induſtry and Yertug, quoth a.! Nay, I. haye=awery. 
vertuous Son and Heir of htm, tharsthe troth oft. —- al 

Beang, Till atlaſt.a good Uncle, who now, Peace bewith his Soul, fleeps 

with his Fathers, -beſtow?d aPortion-of Two hundred pounds upon me, 
vith which] took Shipping, and ſet Sail for the Coaſt of Fortune. 
. Earth. Thatis td ſay; Youwefit to thie Wars,/to. learn the Liberal Arts _ 
of Murder, Whoredom, Barning, Raviſhing; anda few-other neceſſary. 
Accompliſhments for a young. Gentleman to ſet up a Livelihood withal, 
mn this Civil Goyernment, where, Heay*n be praisd, none. of thoſe Ver- 
ues need grow rulty.. - | 

Beaug.. Sir, I hope Thave brought you-no Diſhononr home with me: 

Fath. Nay, the. Scangerbeg-Monkey has not behav'd himſelf unhand= 
fomly, that's the truth of the*Bugneſs.; butxhe Varlet wort marry : the 
Dog has got Two thouſand pounda year left him by ap old curmudgeonly 
- moldy Uncle, and I can't perſwade him to marry. © "2 . 

Beaug. Sir,. that curmuageonly moldy Uncle you ſpeak of, was/your El-- 
der Brother, and neyer married in all his Life : He, dying, .bequeaths me 
Two thouſand pound a year :. You, Sir, the younger Brothef,and my ho- 
Rnoured-Father, have been married, and are not able, for ought I can per- 
-ceive, to leave me a bent Ninepence: So, Sir, I wiſh you a-great deal of 
_ Health, Long, life, and merry as it has been hitherto ; but for Marriage, it 

:has-thriven —_ ill-with'my Family already, that I am reſolyed:rto haye* 
Nothing: to do, with, it. .. pn or | f B{1209> 
> Fath.. Here's a Rogue ! Here's a Villain.) Why, Sirrah, you have loſt 
all-Grace ;.you have no Duty left; yqu are a Rebel >I ſhall te yoo hang?d, 

* /Sirrah. Come, come, let me examine you. a little, - while 1 think-owt': 

What Religion are you of ?—hah ? ; 13 #5 tech JO 
- ;Bearg, Sip, F hope ;ov. took care, after I-was horn, tofee me Chriſten'd, 

-Fath. -Oh- Lord ! Chriſten ! Here?s an Atheiſtical Rogue; thinks he. 
' kasReligion egopgh; if he 6an but call birdfelf 2 @hriſbiant ©! + 

Beaug. Why, Sir, would you have me difown'imy Baptiſin?-:. / 

-Fath. No, Sirrah:, but L waoyld. have you;own what fort: of Chriſtian 
you are though re | . 

Bearg. What ſort, Sir?) 

Eath. Ay, Sir ; what ſor Sir. 

Beaug. | Why, of the haneſteſt ſort: Wt nn ob ec 

Eath,. As if: there were-not Knayes of all forts? oo eh 

*Beaug. Why'then;'Sir, if that-will fatisfie-y 1, Eamiof* your ſorts ' | 

Eath.. Ad that, for-qught youknow., may-be of no:{ort atall. - - 
| ; = | | Krave. But: 


o w £7 
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+ The Solater's\ Fortune, Z 
 Beaz, But, Sir, to. make ſhort of the matter, I am of the Religion of 
'my Country, hate Perſecution and Penance, loye Conformity, which-1s go- 
ing to'Church once a Month, well enough ; reſolve to make this tranſitory 
Life as plezfant and delightful as I can ; and ſor ſome ſober Reaſons beſt 
known to my ſelf, reſolve never to marry. : 

Fath. Look me inthe Face; ſtand ſtill, and look me in the Face. So 
you WOn't Marry foo—— SOTMIITS7 : ai 99 | 
DE Beaug. No, Sir. 7 | g FT P 

Fath. Oh Lord / : 

Beaug. But IM do ſomething that ſhall be more for your good, and per- 
haps may pleaſe you as well. Knowing Fortune of late has not been alto- 
-geter ſo good-natur*d as ſhe-might have been, and that your Revenues are 
ſomething anticipated, be pleagd, Sir, to. go home as-well fatisf'd as you 
can, and my Servant ſhall not fail to meet you at _ your Lodgings, with a 
Hundred ſmiling Smock-fac't Gwea's, within this half-hour : Now who 
the Devil would marry ? | | 

Fath. No'Body that has half an ounce of Brains in his Noddle : The 
—_— good-natur*d Rogue is in the right ont ; damnably, damnably in 
the 4:58 - | 


Fg 


- 


he Tight ont. | 
- "Beans. So, here's your Father for you now ! | : * 
 *Fath. But look you Fack now, little Fack,, Two thouſand pounds a year ! 
'Why thou wilt be aeronable rich Rogue now, if thou doſt not ntarry 3 
Though I know thou wilt live bravely and deliciouſly,'cat and drink gobly, 
_ have always half a dozen honeft; jolly, true-ſpirited, ſpritelyFriends abour 
thee, and ſb forth, hah / Then for Marriage, to ſpeak-the truth ont, it is 
at the beſt-but a chargeable, vexations,; uncafie ſort of Life it ruind me, 
Fack;- utterly ruin'd thy poor old Father, Fack, - Thou wilt be ſure to re- 
-member the Hundred pound; Jackze-boy, hah ? j2r4 15h 
_ Moft punCtually, Sir. =p mewuh 5 | 
Fath;'Thow ſhalt always, ever now and then, that-.is, lend thy old F2- 
ther a Hundred pound; or ſo, upon #good-accaſion, Fack, after 'this man- 
ner, in a Friendly way :. You muſt make much of your old Daddy, Jack: 
_=— thou haſt no mind to't, the txuth on't is, I would never have thee 
marty. "6s. 
Beang. Not marry, Sir?. ©. 2+. 114 1 
Fath, No. « 7.53 
Beans. Ng £1917] 25018356; > 7 IAA | | 
Fath. No: - A Hundred Pound, Fack, 'is apretty little round Sum. 
Beaug. Pl not faibof ſending it. © «/ *  _—_ | 
Fath. Then, Fack, it will do as well tolet thy Man come to me to Harry 
the EightWs Head in the Back Street, brhind'my Lodgings : Theres a Cup ' 
of ſmart Racy Canary, Jack, will make an old Fellow?s Heart as light as a 
Feather. Ah, little Fackze-rogue, it Glorifies through«the Glaſs, and'the 
Nits dance about imt'like Attoms in the Sin+ſhine, you yaung Dog. 
Beang. Do you intend to Dine there, Sir-? pete LITE KEE” 
. Fath. Ay, Man; I have two or three bonny 'old Tz/bxry Royfterers, 
with delicate red/Faces, and bald —_— that bave ebliged me to mect 
h 2 Em 


4+ The ATHEIST: Or; 

*m there; they'helpt me'to'ſpend my Eſtate when-Þ was youtig, and'the: 
Rogues are grateful;: and do not forfake'me noe 1. am grown pooriſh.and 
bld ——-AlmoſtFEwelve a-clock; Fack, © - | ff Po 
- Beao, VII be ſure to remember, Sir. 

Fath. And thou wilt never marry”: 
« * Beang. Never, I hope, Sir; Jo £050 £5 zi 
> Fath,. Ah, you wicked-hearted Rogre, I know what you will do the 
that. will be worſe, though, { thiok, not much worſe neather. Would 1I- 
. were a young Fellow again, but to keep him Company for one Week or a- 

Fortnight. A hnadred Guineds / ce oe! Db ay Fack, Youl remember ? 
See thee'agen to morrow, Fack.—— Poor Fack,/ Dainty Canary ——-and 
a delicate Blck-eyd-Wench'at the Bar !: Db2uy Jack... | 
EU Benup. Adicn; Father -Fourbine, | 
-  F8:76, Did your Honour call ? | 
' - Beaxg.: Take a hundred Gaines out of the-Cabinet; ,and carry *tm af- 
ter the Old Gentleman to his Place of Rendezyous. This Father of mine 
: bni1 Se be thanked) is a-very-ungodly Father « He was in- his. Youth. juſt 

ich another: wicked Bellow as his :Son Foks here ; but he had-no-Eſtate, 
there I have the better of him- for out of meer Opinion of: my Good- 
husbandry, my Uncle thought fit rodiſinherit theextravagant Old Gentle- 
man, and -Teaye-all ro me- Then he-was Ten ou L had the better of 


him again x- yet he married a Fortune of. Ten tho und, and befove 
1. was Seven years old, had broke my Mothers Hear and ſpent three parts 
of her-Portion:: Afterwards he'was pleasd to' retain a. certain. Familiar 
Domeſtick,'call'd a-Houſe-keeper, which I one day, to ſkew my Breeding, 
 calld/W hore and was fairly-rurn'd a ſtarving for. it.; : Now. he has no 
way to- ſqueeze-me out of Contribution, but-by taking up his Fatherly Au- 
tharity, and offering to put the Penal Law calPd Marriage: in' execution. 
IL muſt &en get him a Governour, and ſend-him with::a: Penſion into the- 
Country : Ay, it iniſt be fo ; For, Wedlock,/I deny thee; Father, I'll: 
ſupply tlie; and; Pleaſure, Lwill have thee, - | Whos there? + 2 1-7 


| - Enter 4 Strvant.. 


Serv. 'Gh, Sir, the moſt fortunate: Tidings !< 1:7 7 1 
Beans. What's the matter? ; fo  . 
Serv, Captain Corrine, your-old Acquaintance, Friend; and Comrade; 
is juſt-arrived out of - the Country, atd defires 'to ſee-you, Sir. 
Beaug. Cenrtine ! Wait on him up,yau Dog with Reverenceand Honour. . 


Enter Courtine.. 


Cenrt, Dear: Breaugard !. ) 37s _—_ o | 
Beaig... Ah, Friend !——-from the very tendereſt;/part of my Heart I was. 
jaſt now wiſhing for thee. Why thou lookſt as like-a Marrjed-man alreae 
dy. with as grave a-Fatherly Famelick Counteyance, 4s ever Lſaw..- 
Caoprt. Ay, Beangard, L am, married; that's. my. Comfart-; Ng 65-4 [: 
: - & | hg "i 


hear, have had worſe Luck of late ; an old Uncle dropt into the Grave, 
and Two thouſand pornd a year into your Pocket, Beaugard. | 

Beang. A ſmall Convenicncy, Ned, to make my Happineſs hereafter a 
Hittle more of a piece than it has been hitherto, in the. Enjoyment of ſuch 


hearty, ſincere, honeſt Friends, and good;natur'd Fellows, as thou art. 


Court. Sincere, honeſt Friends | Have a care there, Braugard, _——lI am,. - 


ſince | ſaw. thee, in a few words, grown an errant Raskal ; and for Good- 
nature, it 13 the very thing I have ſolemnly forſworn : no, I am married, 
Face, 1n the-DeviPs name, [-am married. | 

Beau. Married ! That is; thou calPſt a Woman thou likeſt by the name 
of Wif: : Wife and'rYother thing begin with a Letter. Thou lieſt with 
her when thy Appetite calls thee, keepeſt the Children thou begettelt of her 
Body ; alloweſt her Meat, Drink, and Garments, fit for. her Quality, and 
thy Fortune ; and when ſhe grows heavy upon thy Hands, what a? Pox, 
9 _ Separate-maintenance, kiſs and part, and there is an end of the 

ugnels., 

Court... Alas, Bexugard,; thou.art utterly. miſtaken ; . Heav*®n knows it is 

ite on the gontrary : For I am farced to calla.Woman I do not like, by 
the name of: Wife ;- and lie with her, for the moſt part, with no Appetite 
at.a!l 3 muſt keep the Children that, for ought I know, any Body elſe may 
beget-of her Body ; and for Food and Rayment, by her good will ſhewould 
have them both Frdſh three time? a day : Then for Kiſs and part, I may 
kiſs and kiſs my Heart out, bat the Devil a bit ſhall I ever ger rid of her. 

Beaug. Alas, poor Husband.! But.art thou really in this miſerable 'Con- 
dition ? OR 

Court... Ten times worſe, if polible :. By the vertue. of Matrimony, and. 
lang Cohabitation, we are grown ſo really One Fleſh, that I have no mare. 
Inctination to hers, than to eat a piece of my own. Then her Ladiſhip is. 
ſo Jealous, that ſhe does me the Honour to,make me.Stakan-general to the 
whole.Pariſh, from the Parſons Importance in Paragon, to the Cobler?s 
ſcolding Wife, that driaks Brandy, and ſmoaks Joathſomr Tobacco. In: 


ſhort, Jack, ſhe has ſo order*d thz Bugneſs, that I am half weary of the ' 


World, wiſh all Mankind hang'd, ard have not laugh'd theſe S:x months. . 

Rang. Ha, haz ha ! : 

. Court, Why, thou canſt faugh, I ſee, though. 

Beaug. Ay, Ned, I have Two thouſand pound: per” Arinum, Ned, old 
Rents, and well Tenanted ; have no Wife, nor ever will have any, Ned ;, 
reſolve to make my Days of Mortaltty all Joyful, and Nights Plcaſurable, 
with-ſome dcar, loveſom, young, beautiful, kind, generous She, that every: 
Night ſhall bring me all the Joys of a New Bride, and none of the Vexa- 
tions of a worn-out, iinſipid, troubleſoin, jealous Wite, Wife, Ned.- | 
F _ But where lies this Treaſure? Where is there ſuch a Jewel to be: 

und * 


Beaug. Ah, Rogue.! Do you deſpiſe your-'own Mannz indeed, and long: - 


after Quails ? Why, thou unconſcionable Hobnail, thou Country Cowl- 
_ Raft, thou abſolute Piece of thy own dry'd Dirt, woultdft thou have the - 
Ipudence, with that. hideous Beard, and gruly Countenanee, to make tif, 


\- © Appearancec 


The Solater's Fortune. | s 


_ 


. Libels, Songs, Funes, So 
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Appearence before the Footſtool of a Bone Roba that I delight in ? For 
ſhame ger off that Smirbficid Horfecourſers Equipage ; Appear once.more 
like Conrrzne the Gay, the Witcy, and Unbounded, with Joy in thy Face, 
and-Love in thy Blood, Money in thy Pockets, and good Cloaths on thy 
Port and then, Þll try to give thee a Recipe. that may purge away thafe 
foul umours Matrimony has bred in thee, and fit thee to relliſh the Sins 
of thy Youth again. Bleſs us ! What a Beard's there ? It puts me in 
mind of the Blazing Star. AEIERS] eo, 
Court, Beard, Beaiigard / Why, I wear it on purpoſe, Man; I have 
wilt it a Furze-buſh a thouſand times, when 1 have been kiſſing my—— 

.  Beang. Whom ? | . . 
;. Court, Wife. —Let me never live to bury het, if the word Wife does 
not itick in my Throat. i, ? PEER 
* Beaxg. Then this Peruque ! Why, it makes thze ſhew like the Sign of a 
Head looking out at a Barbers Window. 

- Court, No more, no more ; all ſhall be refified : For, to deal with thee 
as honeſtly as a Fellow in my damn'd Condition can do, er I reſolv*d ab- 
ſolutely to hang my ſelf, I thought there might be ſome Remedy lefty 
and that was this dear Town, and thy dear Friendſhip : So that, in ſhort, 
1 am very fairly run away ; pretended a ſhort Journey to viſit 2 Friend, but 
.came to London ;, and, if it be poſſible, will not ſee Country, Wife, nor 
Children agen theſe ſeven years. Therefore,” prethee, for my better En- 
couragement, tell me a little what Sins are ſtirring in this Noble Metro- 
polis, that I may knew my Bugneſs the better, and fall to ir as faſt as 1 


"Can. 


 Beauz, Why,” *faith, Ned, conſidering the Plot, the Danger of the 
Times, and ſome other Obſtruftions of Trade and Commerce, Iniquiry 
in the general has not loſt mach Ground, There?s Cheating and Hypacri- 
fe ſtill in the City; Riot and. Murder in' the Suburbs; Grinning, Lying, 
Fawning, Flattery., and FalHe-promiſing at Court z Aſſignations at Covenr- 
go Church; Cuckolds, Whores, Pimps, Panders, Bawds, and their 
iſeaſes, all oyer the Town. | 
Coxrt. But what Choice Spirits, what Extraordinary Raſcals may a Man 
oblige his Cyrioſity withal ? - .. ' 
Beang. V11 tell thee : In the firſt place, we are over-run with a Race of 
Vermin they call Wits, a Generation of Inſects that are always making a 
Noiſe, and buzzing about yeur Ears, concerning Poets, Plays, Lampoons, 
| Scenes, Love, Ladies, Peruques, and Crevat- 
ſtrings, Fre- ch Conqueſts, Duels, Religion, Snuft-boxes, Points, Garni- 
tures, wa 7 Stockings, Foxbert*s Academy, Politicks, Parliament-Speeches, 
and every thing elſe which they do not underſtand, or would have the 
World think they did. | ; | <p 
Court. "And are all theſe Wits ? | y” 
Beaug. Yes, and be hangd to em, theſe are the Wits. Tens 
Coxrt. I never knew one of theſe Wits in my Life, that did not deſerve 


to be Pillory*d; twenty to one if half of ?em can read, and yet they will 


venture at Learning as familiarly, as if they had been bred inthe fer: 
| | One 


The Soldier's' Fortane.”. T 
One of *em told me one day, he thought Plutarch well done would make 
the b:ſt Engliſh Heroick Poem in the World. Beſides, they will rail, cavil, 
cenſure, and, what is worſt of all, make Jelts; rhe dull Rogues will Jeſt, 
thorgh they do it as awkerdly as a Tarpawlin would ride the Great Horſe. - 
L hate a pert, dull, Jelting Rogue from the bottom of my Heart. 

Beaug, But above all, the moſt abominable is your Witty Squire, your- 
young Heir that is very Witty ; wlio having newly been diſcharg?d from 
the Diſcretion of a Governour, ard come to keep his own Money, gets 
ictoa Cabal of Coxcorbs of the Third Form, who will be ſure to cry him 
up for a Fine Perſon, that he may think all them fo. | 

Court, Oh, ycur Aſſes know one anothers Nature exactly, and are always 
ready to nabble, becauſe it is the certain way to be nabbled again; But 
above all-the reſt, what think you of the Atheiſt ? 

Hea:g. By this good Light, thoa halt prevented me : 1 have one for thee 
- of thar Kind, the moſt urimicable- Varlet, and tlic moſt inſufferable Stink- 
ard living ; ove that bas Doubts.encw to turn to all Religions, and' yet 
would fain pretend to be of none : In ſhort, a Cheat, that would have you 
of opinion that he belieyes neither Heav?n nor Hell, and yet never feels 
{o much as an Ague-hit, but he?s atraid of being damn'd. 

Court. Fhat muſt bea very Noble Champion, and certainly an Original: 

Beaug, The Villain has leſs Sincerity than a Bawd, leſs Courage than a 
Hector, leſs Sood-nature than a Hangman, and leſt Charitythan a Phana- 
tique; talks of Religion and Church-Worſhip as familiarly as a little 
 Conrtier does of the Maids of Honour; and ſwears the King deſerves to 
' beChan'd cut of the City, for ſuffering Zealous Fools to build Paxls again, 
when it would make ſo proper a Place = a Citadel. : 

Court. Avery worthy Member of a-Chriſtian Commonwealth, that is 
the truth owt. | » IF 

Beawg, 1 am intimately acquainted with him. 

Court, ] honour you fort, with all my Heart, Sir. 

Beaug. After all, -the. Rogue has {eme.other little tiny Vices, that are. 
not very ungrateful. | 4) 3 

Cours. Very probable. | | 
. Geang. He makesa verygoo@odd Man at-Ballum-rancum, or {o $.that is, 
when the reſt of the Company is coupled, will-take care.to ſee. theres . 

ood Attendance p2id ; and when we have a mind to make a: Ballum of it: 
indeed, there is no Lewdneſs ſo ſcandalous that he will not be yery proud : 
| to have the Honour to be put upon. | | 

Conrt. Avery neceflary Inſtrument of Damnation, traly, _ 

Zeang.. Beſides, to give the Devil-his due, he. is feldom [Impertipent 5 
-but, barring his Darling-Topick, Blaſpheiny, a, Companion, pleaſanc 
enough. Shall- recommend him to thy Service 7-Pll enter -into:Bands of 
Five hundred pounds, that he teaches thee as good- 4 way to get:rid.of- 
SORz. >.) - 


that Whip and a Bell, calPd thy Wife, as thy Heart would, wilb 
Ganz; And-thatis noſmall Temptauon,;l aflure your... .., 
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Enter Boy, with a Letter; 


-- | Boy. Sir ! 

Beaug. My Child ! : 

Court, A Pimp, for a Gn:ny, he ſpeaks ſo gently to him. _ | 

Beang. Tell her, ſhe has undone me, ſhe has choſen the only way to en- 
ſlave me utterly; tell her, my Soul, my Life, my future Happineſs, and 
preſent Fortune, are only what ſhe*ll make?em. | : 

Boy. At Seven, Sir. - - | 

Beano. Moſt infallibly. | 

Corurt. Ay, ay, *tis ſo: Now what a damn*'d Country-Itch have I, t6 
dive into the Secret ! Beaugard, Beaugard, are all things in a readineſs ? 
the Husband out of the way, the Family diſpos'd of ? Come, come, come, 
no trifling ; be free-hearted and friendly. | | 

Beang., You are married, Ned, ,you are married ; that*s all I have to 
ſay : you are married. | 

Coxrt. Let a Man do a fooliſh thing once in his Life-time, and he ſhall 
always hear of it. — Married, quoth *a / Prethee be patient: I was mar- 
ried about a Twelvemonth ago, but-that?s paſt and forgotten. Come, come, 
communicate, communicate; if thou art a Friend, communicate. © =» 

Beang. -NotT Title: I have Conſcience, Ned, Conſcience.; tho I muſt 
confeſs *tis not altogether ſo Gentleman-like a Companion : But what a 
- Scandal would it be upon- a Man of my ſobzr Demeanour and Character 

to have the unmerciful Tongue of thy Legitimate Spouſe roaring againſt 

me, for Debauching her Natural Husband ! - WEE LEE 
* Court. It has been otherwile, Sir. 

Beaug. Ay, ay, the time has been, Courtine, when thou wert in poſſeſſion 
of thy N.tural Freedom, and mighteſt be truſted with a Secret of this 
dear nature ; when I might have open'd this Billet, and ſhew*d thee this 
bewitching Name at the bottom : Bat wo and alas! O Matrimony, Ma- 
tramony ! what a Blot art thou in an honeſt Fellows Scutcheon ! - 

Court. No more to be ſaid ; Ill into the Country again, like any diſ- 
contented Stateſman, get drunk: every Night with an adjacent Schoovl- 
maſter, beat my Wife to a downright Houſekeeper, get all my Maid- 
ſervants every Year with Baſtards, till I cancommand a Seraglo five Miles 
round my own Palace, and be beholden to no Man of Two thouſand pound 
. "a year for a Whore, when | want one. L EEIEEES 

Beang. Good words, Ned, good words, let me adviſe you; none of your 
Mariage-qualities of Scolding and Railing, now you /are got out of th 
turbulent Element. Come hither, come ; but firſt let vs capitulate : Wil 
you _— me, upon your Conjugal Credit, to be very governable, and 
very civil ! | 

Court. As any made Spaniel, or hang me up for a Cur; 

Beang. Then this Note, this very Billet, Ned, comet$-from a Woman, 
who, when I was ſtrowling very penſively laſt Swmday to Church, watctvr 
her Opportunity, and poach*d me up for the Service of Satan. 


_Comnrt, 


The Sober 3 Fortune. 'Y 
Conre. Is ſhe very handſom, Beaxugard ? = : ; - 
Beang. Theſe Country Squires, when they $et up to Tonn, are as ter- 

magan. after a Nets aSa gy ungry Cur, got looſe from Kennel, 


is after Cruſts. you? Let me ſee: No, not very 
handfom neither, arthen paſs, if, Ned, ſhell hy. 
_ rms E 
t Eighteen. 
Court. Oh Lord ! qa 


Checks Her Complexion fair, with a glowing Bluſh always ready in her 
oor nos as Nature were watching every Opportunity to ſeize 


os. Ohthe Devil, the Devil! This is intolerable. ; 
H—_ er Erve Mack. pr wing, Sriatol, Rot. and piercing. - 


Cours, The very ſhoots me through my Liver. 
Her Hair of a dei _ light Amber-brown, curling in huge 
Rings, and of 2a great Quantity 
. Her Forehead large, Majeſtick, mie generous. 
Court. Very well. 
Beang. Her Noſe neat, and well-faſhioned. 
Court, Good. 


| Thugs Wich 2 delicious, let, pretty, ſiniling Mouth. 
P red, blub-Li 
Fr _—_— 
Beaug. Teeth whiter than ſo many little Pearls; a bemitching Neck, | 
and tempting, riſing, ſwelling Breafts. 
Cort. Ah h hk h — 
Beang. Then ſuch a Proportion, ſuch 2Shape, ſuch a Waſte— 
Court, Hold : Go no lower, if thou lovſt me. 
Beang. Burt, by your leave, Friend, I hope to g0 ſomething lower, if ſhe 
loves me. 
Court. But art thou certain, Beaugard, ſhe is all this thou haſt told me ? 
So fair, ſo — ſo lovely, ſobewitching ? _ 
Beang. No; ——— know, I never ſaw her Face in my Life : But 
I love my own PRI ſo well, that I'll imagine all this, and ten: times 
more, if it be poſlible. 
Court. Where lives ſhe? - 
Beang.” That! know ndtinefihed.;/ but my Orders'areito mget her fairly 
and ſquarely this Evening by Seven, at a certain Civil Perſons Shop in the 
Upper Walk, at the New _— e, where ſhe promiſes to.be very good 
natur'd, and let me know rble 
Cour, yu een go home; like a =% le Blockhead as I am, to wy Lodg- 
ing; an CEP. 
Beang. No, Ned: Thou hnowek ty good Chances have always been 
| luckie to thee: Who.can tell byt this: 4 4 errant that has ſeiPd\upon my 


Perſon, may hays e:ſtragling Companion, or ſo, not unworthy Jay _— 
oure. 
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Court. *Tis impoſlible,, . | 
Zeang. .Nox at. all.; for, to Heat heartily eh thee's Ts this Buſ "oY | 
tho L never faw her Face, or know who ſhe'1s, yetthus far I am'farisfied; = 
ſhe is a Woman very witty, very. well bred, of a pleaſant Converſation; 
with a generous Diſpoſition, and, what Is better than all, if I am'fiot ex-. 
tremely miſinform?d, of Noble Quality, and damnably Rich?" "Such a one 
cannot want good, pretty, little, Under-ſinners, Ved, that Man nyy fool 
away an, Hour or two. withal very,comfortably. _ 
Cont. Why then I'll be a Man. again. Wife, avannt, PT? come not near 
' my Memory ; Impotence ——_— the rr Thingihew of thee. * At. vey 


you ſay, this Evening? , .. . F !tiv3CGgs 
*  Beaug. Pr th + & 
bs. And all L. £0: Jong oth thee, for 2 ral Ventwrein this Love- | 
Voyage; ?- HR 1214 mY | 


Beaug. With all my Heart.” | 
Court. But how ſhall we - of the Butdenſbtn Time, 7 | chedappy 
Minute. ſmile upon us ? 

Abs, pork meg ws Giant _ Go omit honeſ-old AGq intance, 
edifyin Champagn and for ompany, tho'it be a Rarity, rl 
carry thee 4 jy _ the bot tis can meet 5th: where well-warm- our 

Blood and Thoughts with; gegerous Gla laſs and free-hearted/Converſe, 
till we forget the 2 d-and think of nothing but Immortal Tug and 


Eternal Loving. 
Court, Then =_ I my the League withthees And now © LEES 
ware,ho & Win Renee TIT cif FR D 2 


Bound aku pee Joy, and Lands'of” Pleaſane ;; 1 


Where Men were never yet enflay'4 by i PEAS oat F QMmc:: 

But all their Caresare handſomly contriving & to Ie 

-—pa_y the N oble Arty of PerfeCt Living. k 

ol) T "In | 4 0434-+ Eg 
"End dt the ay As. 
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\THE SECOND ACT. 


* Courtine and _— ol. [x ta 


Court, "Bom was that thy Father ? 
wy Beavg. Yes; that "rod ſober, old dais, Comrtine, is my 
Father And, to "ett thee wade " as W icked-and+- as Poor as ever his 
-i Son was: 1 ſent hint 7.Core i Cults this Morning, _ 


toy. Solarer $ F OFLgrE. \ IT 


'he will be ſure.toloſe-all before. tomorrow Mornigg,. andnot have a Shil- 
ling'to help FT MEA ey bonnet © 
_. Court. Methqughts, as I look'd into the Room, he ratled the” Box with: 
x great deal of Grace, and ſwore half a dozer BAppers very youthfully. 
_ Beaug, Prithee no. more ont, tis an. irreverent Theme 3. and next to 
Atheiſm, I hate making nierry with the Frailties of my Father.” 
Court. But then as to.the-Lady, Beaugard. MD 4 
' Beavg. *Tis near the Hour PA ORET and that?s the Shop-we meet at ; 
the Miſtreſs of it, Courtize, is a hearty Well-wiſher to the Mathematicks, 
and her Influente, I hope, may have no ill Effeft o're my Adventure. 
__ Court, Methinks this-Place looks as_it were made for Loving : The 
Lights on each hand of the Walk look. ſtately ; and then the Rulling of 
Silk. Petticoats, the Din and the Chatter-of the pretty little party-co- 
lourd Partots, that hop and flutter from one- fide to Yother, puts every 
| 'Senſe-upon its proper Office, and ſets the Wheels of Nature finely moving. , 
Beaug. Would the Lady of my Motion would make haſte, and be pun- 
ftualz the Wheels of my Nature move ſo faſt elſe, that the Weight will _ © 
be down before ſhe comes... fl i © i oe 4 
Woman. Gloves or Ribbarnds,' Sit? aid By Gloves br Ribbahds, 
Choice of fine Eſſences. Captain Beangar4, thatl '1 ſell" you nothing to 
day 2 DO | | *-,) I vitt O'7 In; mid. 84 coin ph 
 Beaug. Truly, Miſtreſs Furniſh, 1 am come to; lay out a' Heart at your 
=_— this Evening, if my pretty Merchant-Adventuter dowrt'tatl tomeet 
me here. 
Woni, What ſhe that ſpoil'd your Devotion o Sunday laſt, Captain ® 
Beaug. Doſt thou know her, my little. Furniſh? 7 2 
Wom, There is a certain Lady in the World, Sir, that has'fone" iti; the 
Honour to let me ſee her at my poor Shop ſometimes: * 2 be 
Enter Porcia marquwd, and ſtands behjnl Beaygard,, *: 
_ Beaug.. And Is he very Jovely Sor 


CJ WD 3 
* Wem, What think you, Sir 4+ 290 


. . Beaug., Faith, charitably enough. Sb,  -2IIGP 
*, . Wo. VII ſwear ſhe is, obli to yl. 5 
-  Beaug,” And'T would very fin be obliged to her too, "if *twete poſſible. 
Will ſhe be here ro night? © OP! 00 eYoi 239954 oh HM OT 


| Zoreta., Yes marry. will he, Captain..." OO 
" Beaug, Are you thete indeed, my little Picatoon'?” Whit, -attaque A 
Man of War,of my Burden, in the Stern, Pirate! OO: 
Portia. Lotd,, how like a Soldier you are pleas'd to expreſs. ybur ſelf 
his Occaſ ; Pe one, 
ne. upon, this Occaſion ;, as, plying Four, Chaſe-guns, 
laying your ſelf NWart” MN FERRes, 45A nk” the SAN thi Serechſtle, 
t Port of Se- 


© the” k 2< 


+. Pore? 


Court, Poor, Madam ! He has Two thouſand 2 years and _ but 
Wis 4 | C2 4*. A. Sir, 
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Porci4. Sir, is this fine, ſober, brown-bearded Gentleman to be your 
Steward, he underſtands your Afeirs ſo well already ? Ba 
' Beang. The truth on't is, Madam, he dots wait for an Office under me, 
and-may in time, if he behave himſelf handſomly, come to Preferment. 
Coxrt, This 1 have got by my Beard already. If ſhe ſhould but know 
me now. | | 
| 5 gs Well, Madam, are, your Commands ready ? May I know the 
Task I am to andertake,before L lay claim to the Happineſs of ſeeing that 
handſom, homely, fair, black, young, ancient, tempting: or frightful Face, 
which you conceal ſo maliciouſly ? For hang me, asI have deſerved long 
ago, if I know what to make of this extraordinary Proceeding of yours. 
 Porcaa. In the firſt place, Captain, this Face of mine, be it what it will, 
if you behave your ſelf as you ſhould do, ſhall never put you out of Coun- 
tenance. | 
Beang. In troth, and that's ſaid kindly. | 
. Porcea. For I am young, Captain. | 
*Beaxg. 1 am glad ont with all my Heart. 
Porcze. And, if the World ſpeaks truth, not very ugly. 
&. So much the better ſtill. | 
Porcia, Next, I'm no Hypocrite. | 


F 


Beang. Hah ! | 
Porcia. But love my Pleaſures, and will hold my Liberty. 
Beaxg. Noble. | | | 


Porcia. I am rich too. 

Beaug. Better and better. _ 

Forc:a. . But what*s worſt of all—— 

Feeaxg. Out with't. _ 

Porcsa. I doubt I am fillily in Love. 

Court. With dear Miracle ?. 

Porcia, Not with a Married-man, ſweet Monſieur Comurtine. 

Cowrrt. Confound her, but ſhe knows me.—— Why, good Madam —— 
hoy: Nay, Friend, no ruffling ; keep your Articks, and keep your 


- - + Porcia. For the. Q;xot of the Country is abtoadz Murder by his Side, 
Enterpriſes in his. Head, and Horrour in his Face,  - _ | 
Conrt. Oh Lord! MEL A att et tHe TEM £524 
+ Beaug, Do you know this Friend of mine then, Madam ? pet 
- Porcaa,. 1 have heard of fucha Hero, that was. very famous about two. 
_ ſince, for ſelling himſelf to a Plantation, the Coudtry, for Five thou- 
| und-: Was not that the Price, Sir? | gr Mes 
_ - Cavre, Your Ladifhip is pleag*dto be very free, Madam ;. _ _ 


"The Soldier's Fortune, +3 
Porcts. So were you at' that time, Sir, or - you had ne%r: parted with 


our dear Liberty on ſuch reaſonable Terms ſurely, Bleſs us Had you 
bat lookt about you a little, what a Market might have been made of that 


tall r, promiſing Perſon of yours! that—— 
Clare: H conforad thee, heartily, heartily. | | 
Porcia. That Face, which now, o*'re-grown with ruful Beard, looks as 
you had ſtole it from 'the Retinue of a K«ſian Embaſlic ! Fough-! I fancy 
all FeHows tliat are married-fnel! of Tan-os and Garlick. | 
| Beaug. And yet; twenty.to ohne, that is a Rinking CO you'll have 
a deſign to ſeduce ſome poor doating Monſter or another into, one day. 
Porcia. Never, by that Badge of Slavery, his Beard there. | 
.. How that dear Proteſtation has charmd me ! _.. Ft 37 
Court, O® my Conſcience Imy felf could be half. reconciPd to her again 
Porcia. In ſhort, to give you one infallible Argument, that I never will 
marry, I have been married already, that is, ſold : for being the Daughter 
_ of a very rich Merchant,” who dying left me the onely Heireſs of an im- - 
menſe Fortune, it was my ill luck to fall into the Hands of Guardians, that, 
to ſpeak properly, were Raskals; for in'a ſhort time they conſpir 
amongſt themſelyes, and for baſe Bribes, betray*d, ſold, and married me 
toa-——Husband, thats all. i | 
_ Jn troth, and that*s enough of all conſcience : But where is this 
Porcia, Heavn be thanked, dead and buried, Captain. 
Beang. Amen, with all my Heart. | 
Court. A Widow, by my Manhoud; a downright Bawdy Widow. . 
= ry would your Cream-pot in the Country give for that Title, 
you | 
Court, Not more than I would, that thy Husband were alive agen, to re- 
venge my-Quarrel. on thee; |. 7 | --T0% & 
Beaug. And what*s to be done, thou dear One? : - | 
Porcia-' Look upon 'me as a Lady in diſtreſs, Captain; and by'the Ho- 
nour of a Soldier conſider on ſome way for my-Deltverance. 
Beang. From what. ? Where is the Danger ? | 
_ Porcia. Every way it threatens me > For into the very Hands my ul For- 
| _ —_— before, hasit betray*d me again, Friend. 

P _ The Prixcipal is an Uncle, old;jealous, tyrannical, and covetous. 
Tong: _ cond him _. ” = TEES hs 
 * Porcsa, My Fortune lying in his Hands; obliged me upon my Wi- 
dowhood toigive.up my elf again there too, where he:has ſecured and con- 


find me with more Tyranny, than if I had beena Prigner for Murder ; 
guards me Day and Night with ill-lookt Rogues,. thatwear long,: broad, 
terrible Swords, and ſtand-Centinel up and doven { the Houſe with Muſque- 
toons and Blunderbuſles;: 1: 1b ' 02157? 


Court. $0, here's like to be ſome Miſchief going forward, that's one 


_ Comfort. 
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ee eee eee CEE COOCOIOS __ 
eg ee eee eee tre re ee eee rr I I CCOECCIIIOE 
” 
\ 
o 


; ſronto bh: your-Ememy. e907 


- Joſs of: yours. - 0D: 
abril nip  , Jews, Ky 


ii Porei#;. Murder and Marriage ate the twoldreadful hinge? ſeem: tb be 
threatge with:' Now'gueſs What pirjnis is that Srppaiflere of thoſe Mif- 
*chiefs/ſhovld fall'epon me; it! - ov 220%; ;ool-; 

Beaug. By the gallant Spirit: that's i In thee, Pl Galely: be Gibetted firſt 

Porcia, No need of thax, Captain, neither>:\for, to ſhew you I deſerve 
- your Protedtion,' F'have had/the:Conragecto break Gaol,; rin away, and 
make my Eſcape hither, purely to y_ my Wordwith you. Deal like a 
Man of Honour 'by: me $5 and when the Storm that: will follow is a: litthe 
blown over, here's a white Hand upor't, I'-not beungrateful./ 

. Beans, And in token I believe flice, Vil.kiſs it moſt Religioully. 

Court, Why the Devil did I marry? Madam, oneword with you-: Have 
you never a married*Latly 'of your Acquaintatice, ag 'a$:g00d-natur*d 
'as you; and would fain:bea Widow az;youareztoo;!:0 11m 0 14 

Porcia. Why do you ask, Sir ? 

''Court Becabſel wouldcut 6b chan TRNITIIR make her one fot 


nyoqn properaks” d 959 ave 1 v1 
[070 .' Porcia, Pl ask your own Lady, Sir; that Queſtion next tine I-{ee hes, 
you'pleaſe) 2 22 1155 2117 035 ig 07 4517 Li 71 2870 M1 9003107 9}909 
i Core, Why," doſtthon kno hir then eel groin HT Py ;2t 03 
it PoreiuiiiYes,; Dio} LVE, +35] e22G 1 Voc? t} "0s "axets I On. ION; 
Court. Then [ may chance ſhortly to have a fins time owt :: Thave. made 
a pretty Evenings Work of this, Heav*ns be' OY WF 1605: 
"4+ 7 3 ESC, of ep =_ 
1 Men. Riinvawayoindly 4 Damzation! | [2 1s A 90D |, 
.- o Mar, Look! awoy of 907 2: RY” AR 
1 Man. By Heavn, it _ be ſhe. - Lu | 
.: &4dan; The Menave well Arind; .! LORE 
1 Man, Nomatter ; we muſt carry = orall's loſt... > Arr = 1151 


2 Mar. P11 not ſhrifkfrom ous!) 510! 5 03 fra by 


0 [rp Afan Thats well Taid:!- 18 i1you pleaſe Spots. 


Beaug, With me, Sit f i 
1. an. Yes. CT Fo ; nee Mg 6 + 
- Beaug, . Courtrue, be cividakicels. - 
1 4az. Sir, it t&any: Misforome y nentcimb; Ee: the:Honouwnof a 


Lady that hag not been altogether ſo careful of it her ſelf 48'he: Sught to 
- haye'been.' 3 155; 108793 ;: :01B2et: lo ol5nÞ Ab #4 ft 195 ny ſ p HI 


Beaug. 1 am 1 ſorry for't, Sir. 


-. 1 Mai You being Gentleman: NET Eharatter: I have inden advan- 
 tagious Avcountof, Twould make it my Petition to:you,. if ſhe/be of ,your 


Acqugtatance;nor'ro Engage . woken ſelbinany ching Thatmap givemaiSar 


Hl 7219 3081 A Þos yall 5m bt 
711; \Beeue.: Sirgl thonld be hightycglad of iany brave. Man's Friendiifi; and 
ſhould be troubled if I appear concern'd | in any Tus Gab ng hazard eh 


IE 045 : #7 


1 Map. That Lady, 5+ Jjacpe talkt withal's— — 


— 


, 


The Soldier's Fordgne, I 
Wag My Miſtreſs Siry | 


. Beaug. Yes, tifirels, Sir: love ties doat on HE am dartably tnlofe 
with her ; ſhe is under my Protection too, and when ever there's occaſion, 
as far as this ſinful Body of mine will bear me out 11.it, Pll defend her. 
. 1 Man, Do you know her? 
Beaug. Not ſo well asI1 would do, Sir. 
1 Man. What's her Name ?. 
Beaug, A Secret. 
- Man. She muſt along with me, Sir. 
No, that muſt not-be, Sir. | 
;2 .. This Lady, , 
b Fe You li NA ! TOE !: [Draws and fight. Porcia runs 
Fe . Stand ' \_._., #Day ſqueakeng, Courtine 
FN Hold thy.dead- -doing Hand; -* | difarms his Agverſ yand 
Thou Senof Slaughter. - * © © comeswpto CN bt 
1 Man. Sir, there may come a time—— 
__ Beang.. When you'l learn, Manners. po _ 
"1, Man, Andteach *m you ras. 2 22 TS 
Court. We. are well known, doe {6 
” 7. Man. And ſhall not. be Forgotten.” ; wy 
Cones Friend. | FExewnt + 2s 2. I 


'Confound * em ! This muſt be 2 Rrother, 2 Kinſman, or a Rival, 
deplet: me ſa warmly. 


Bd "Tis a hard afe-that 1 Min cannot kold' Ciyil/Correſ] ndence- 

"he a.gpod-natur?d Female, but preſently ſome, hot-headed Fellow of the 
F amily or other runs hori-mad-with Jealouſie, and fancies his Blood ſmarts 
as often as the Womans itches. _ 

Blang.. This Heroick Perſon's Gifter, Kinfwoman, his Viſtrefs, orwhat-. 
er ſhe be is like. to get. much. Reputation by his Hecoring and Quarrel: 
ling for her ; and he as much Honour, by betng beaten for her. 

- | _Corth. Nay, when Cuckolds or Brothers fight. for'the Reputation of a: 
back-ſliding Wife 'or. Siſter, it” is a 'very pretty Undertaking, dauÞtleſ.. 
As for example; Iama CuckoKd now. 

\Beaug, All in good time, Ned, do not be too' haſty: * * 

Court. And being much troubled i in'Spirit, meeting with the Spark that 
kas done, me the. Honour, with a great deal of reſpect make wy Addreſs —_ 
as thus, — oft Noble Sir, ow h have done me the * avon. to tre” with w_ Wh we. | 

 Beaug, Very well. 

orcs HT Voes of yout, is, that you would dv: your beſt crib to rum me. 

the Welt the. Guts to marrow morning, and. it wilt be Fe Lreateſt endl 6" in. 


" Bea \ Which the good tatur?d Whoremaſter Jock very Qecentiy 
down !s the Cuckold at Barn-etms; and riſes again ext day'at 
a Ballad.. But all this while, what.is become of the Widow Nelpoit 


 Caurt, Faith. ſhe has &*en done very wiſely, 1 think ;' 'a$ ſoon as fie. hadi 
od us together by. the Ears, ſhe very fairly ran-for*t... 


| Beang: A 


- 


1 Tr "ATHEIST: Or, 
Beaug. A vey noble —_ of our firſt Evenings Enterpriſe! But 


aPox on't, take nd ſince we have loſt this Quarry, _ us &en 
- beat abour-2 little, and 44 w * other Game we can meet with. | 


Enter Lucrece _ 


_ Zacr. Sir, Sir ! Captain ! 
Court, With you again, Kg Agare ho? 
Beanug. With me, my Miſtre 
Lucr. Yes, with you, my Maſter- 
_ Caurr. T wonder —_—_ o' the Devil's name, it will come to my torn. © 
Ren B r-Friend « ous Captain, I am _ to tell 
Worfs pinto of 


worzcndean YOU)z' 

B:- S ys World's an "find Comijon 
MS: Luk. hee, es ſo long as ſuch pretty -tiatur*d Crea- 
tures as thou ene £0-be, think by ell of vey the Work 


ation our E 
Rey plete Ehrobes Sheeps TE Hinds like very 


Lucr. Methinks, C "thot, ſhould not be fÞ_taird to find out z my 
ſetting u oo in a me my ſelf, and railtg at the laſt Woman that 
did ſo before me, might cafily or you, [ have a certain Deſign, of trying 
whoſe Hear7's hardeſt, yours or mine. 

Court. Then, my little Miſchief, you ſhould not enter the Liſts upon 

unequal Terms, with that Black Armour upon your Face, that makes you 

| look asdreadfully as the Black Knight in a Romance. 
- Leer. Good ain, what's that that iber Gentleman?s name ? ? Forcertain- 
ly 1 Hare Sea hin fore now. . | 
g. His name in the Fleſh, my Pretty one, is Cunrine a very honeſt 
Fel Tina \good-natur'd, and wicked enough for thy purpoſe of all conſcience. 

Lacr. Courtine ' Bleſs us for ever | What, the Man that's married'! 

Court. The Man that's married! Yes, the Man'that*s married. *Sdeath, 
| though I be weary on'c, I am not aſham'd of my Condition. Why the De- 

"il didſt thou tell her: my-name ? -1- ſkall never. thrive with any Woman 
that knows me.: The Man that's married ! *Zounes, 1 am as ſcandalous as 
the Man that's to be hang'd. 

Lucr. But you'll ne*er be thought ſo handſom. T6 make few words 
with you, Sir, I am one that mean you fairer play than ſuch an inconſtant, 
fickle, falſe-hearted Wanderer as you deſerve. 

Beang., Then 


WNLIM 


» am conſtant, I—bur if thou lov*lt me- 


PA 


..;:Then why doſt thou.conceal; thy ſelf? - "Thoſe whoſe Deſigns are 


| ef Toble, ſc ora to hide their Faces :. Therefare give. me kave to tell 


thee, Lady, if. qa think'ſt to make nſe of. me only to.create ſoine Jealoy- 
ſie in anot er Woman, I am no Inſtrument to be that way manag'b4 no, I 


Lucr, Have.you any more Doubts that trouble you ? 

| Beaug. None, by this ſweet Body of thine. _:; 

 Zy«r. Know then, Sir,-ithas been ny Misfortune, to watch you, haunt 
you, .and dog you theſe ſix Months; being, to my cternal torment, jealous 
of that rayenous Kite your Widow, your Widow, Captain: nay, ſince I 
have confeſt my Weakneſs, know from'this la Ptt defeat” all her Ng 
buſhes, all the f Iſe Baits, ſhelays to. en{ngre. your Hea $ till I obtain the. 
ftory of it wy __y = more my due,in that Ini not ben _ & inBea 


ty, Birth, inde any thing | ut ber wart AE eat 


fore if you 19h Merit th r1d re 
of this preſent SG and, 16 i aj; fy You EE 
De. 


Beaug. Now may Ido by my Miſtreſſis as the Bo $US je arthings, 
huſtle ?em in a_ Hat together, and go ha: the BY Allie N hn 
Let me never ſee day NE, ir yonder*be not coming towards ppb 's the very 
Raſcal I told ve of this -Morning, . our. faux Atheiſt ; now, will I ſhew 
thee as. notable. 2 Spirit as. ever palt upon ths JSngfANL "W _ for a fine 
Perſon, and a Philoſopher. * "es 
What, ray: a good Evening to: thee: Why , where h: 
old Blaſphem » theſe Forty H prof. I ſhall'n never {orcren 
ſtianity, if thou'dolt not mind thy Bug bing 

Dared. Been, quoth a! I have been where have half io my or 
Senſes,, Man : Would any body that Knows me, believe it, ? Let be : 


rt 


- ried alive, if the Rognes of the Parith I live.in have. not Indicted me. 
a Papilt. My 


Beaug, The Devil ! a Papiſt ! 

Dared., Poxon *em, a Papiſt ||. yoga the;jmpugent vim 
well as I do, that I-haye no Religion at Fry 

Court, No Religion, Sir ?. Are. you a no Religion ?) Pr EE 

_ Is he an TING Beaugard ? t 

©x,.h, a yery:honeſt Fellow; thqu may{t truſt; him ; Flats? 

Wrong n 4h Len be og : Anſwer gn ey Ig Y f | 

Dared. I never. go. to. Church, Sir. .. ai ad eb ns 

Court. But what Religion are yon of? . .-.... OO 

Dared. Of the Religion of the Tnner-T? ene: thi Common: Fa Relig 


_ on; | belieye inthe Law, truſt in the Law,enjoy what: I have by the Law : 


For if ſuch, a Religious Gentleman as you are get. Fifcy nds I to. m 
De _ go to Church and- Pray. Eul 1 Heart, Fr Dl be Law mu 
wake you. pay me at laſt | 
Court, ? Þ certainly the fear of Hell, and hopes of Hipbincs.” that 
makes People live in Honeſty, Peace, and: Union one:towards another... ; 
Nev Ft car of Hell! Heark thee, ger; this, Companion of thipe, 


* 2:4 2969 $444 to 


Sa. 


18 


ry of her? | | Con. ook 
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as 1 apprekend, 'is but ſort of 'a ſhallow Monſter. ' Fear of Hell f' No, 
Sir, *ris fear of Hanging. Who. would hot ſteal; or do rhurdet, every time 
his Fingers itchit at it, were it h6t for fear of the Gallows ? Do not you 

with all your Religion, fivear almoſt as often' as. you ſpeak ? break an 

prophane the Sabbath ? lie with your Neighbours Wives ? ahd covet their 
Eſtates, if they be better than your own,? Yer thoſe things are forbid by 
Religion, as well as Stealing ary} Cutting of-Throats are. No, had every 
Commandmetit bur a Gibber belonging to. it, I ſhould not have had Four 
Kings Evidences to day ſwore impudently 1 was a Papiſt, when I was ne- 
ver at Maſs yet ſince.I was born, nor indeed at any other Wotfhip theſe 


Twenty yeats. | | 
Cart, Why then, Sir, between Man and Man, you are really of no 
Religion? 8 Wy | 


Dared. May be 1 am, Sir z may be I am not, Sir.: When you cortie to 


know me better, twenty to one but yowll be better fatisfied. 
Courr., Does your Honoar think there may bea Devil ? 


_ Darea. 1 never ſaw him, Sir. -. t 07 
| Coure, (u yp 3 incl to 5 5 GS. _— EE 
Ne re 'd go Fifty miles barefodr. to ſee bur a. Fiend that 'belong?d to 
BSBARCEALTT... TO Tr h 

| Fx f Thats a damn'd Lie, to my Kqowledpe: For I ſaw the Rogue 
is ſcar , that his Hair ſtood upright, but at the fight ofa poor Black, 
Vater-Spaniel, that met hip in the dark once.. GY 

wrt, What. think you of Contkictice ? . '* a 
Jeon Foal 3it never troubles me. 


A Y | 1 ” - 4 
_ Conrt. Thiu aft the honeffter (Fan gazad it ; I love a friendly Rogoe, 


Court, ul o 


* 


* Bedkg.. So, that's well Tait now' we'll £6 work wich him preſently. 


fculty. . | 8 

- Dared. Well, and what is't ? T ftiall be civit, and do him all the good I 
' Bearg. In few words, hes married ; plagud, troubled, and Hag-ridden 
dy the etergally-tormenting Witchcraft of a vexations, jealous Familiar, 
calld a Wife. = | 
Dated, A Wife! That ever any Fellow that has but two Grains of 
Brains in his. $cull, ſhonld give himſelf the tronble to complain of a Wife, 
fo long as there is Arfenick in the World ! - OS eTSR 

- Beaug.. Nay, it is a meer ſhame, a ſcandalous ſhame, when it is fo.cheap 
too. ; EIN I og 
Canrt.. PIC I0e Ines ine poli hee? © 9 Co" 
' Ped. Poiſon her ! Ay, what would:you with ker clic, if you arewea- 


- 
- 


; X 3 ian ST, 5 
The Sylflar's Fortune.” 19 
Court.” Bit if I ſhould be call/d to a terrible account for ſuch a thing 
-hereafter! + nl es 5 SY 
Dared. Hereafter !-— Croſs my Hand with a piece of Silver, —that 
is to ſay, ——give me Three pence, —— Three pence, my Deareſt —. 
Court. Well, and what then ? FS, ; 
Dared. Why, for that conſiderable Sum P11 be ſecurity for thee, and 
bear thee harmlefs for Hereafter ; that's all. © 
Bearg. *Faith, and cheap enough of all Conſcience. | 
Court, This is the honslteſt Acquaintance Lever met withal, Beaugard. 
Beaug. Oh, a very honeſt Fellow, very honeſt. _ | 
Court, Prethee then, Daredevsl, if that be thy Title, ſince we have ſo 
happily met this Evening, let us grow more intimate, and eat and drink 
t ha CT ——— OO 
"I Faith and troth, with all my Heart : Pox on me, Boy, but I love .. 
- Drinking mightily; and to tell ye the trath ont, Logs Jerer ſo well 
Gtisfied in my out-of-the-way Principles, 2s when I am glrunk; very drunk. 
Drunkenneſs is a great Quietter of the Mind, a great Soother of the 
Spirit. | | | 
" one: And ſhall we be-yery free, my little Atheiſtical disbelieving 
Dog ? Wilt thou open thy Heart, and ſpeak very frankly of Matters that 
ſhall be nameleſs ? | MED 
Dared. Much may be done; I ſeldom bide my Talent, 1am nb Niggar@ 
of my Parts that way. | gs IS 
Beang. To teli-thee Secret, then, Daredev#, we two are thisNight, 
for ſome weighty Conſiderations, to give a "Treat tp the hey Bo bid 
Duke's Theatre, after the Play*s done, npon their tage z: we ae haye 
Muſick too, and the Ladies, *tis'hoped, 'will not deny us the Favour of 
” their fair Company. Now, ny dear Iniqui , ſhall we not, thinkeſt thou, 
if we give our Minds to it, paſs an Evening pleaſantly _—_ EEE 
. * Dared. Rot me, with all my Heart : I love the Projefto Mherogs þ 
on the Stage extremely too. But will there, will there be none of 1 
Poets there ? Some of the Poets are pretty Fellows, very pretty Fellows ; 
they are moſt of ?em my Diſciples in their Hearts, and now and then ſtand 
up for the Truth manfully. | | Dy ho 
Beaug. Much may happen :- But in the next place, after $ we ha 
reſoly'd to ſtorm a ro Enchanted Caſtle, where I ads : 
Lady newly enter'd into-League with an honeſt Friend of thine, calPd my 
{1f, is kept a Prigner, by an old, ill-natur'd, ſnarling Dog in a Manger, 
_—_ uardian. Thou wilt make one at it, wilt thou not, my little Dare- 
Dared. Dany me, well burn the Houſe. on. _ = 
Conre. Dany me, Sir ? Do you know what you ſay? You believe yo 
fiich thing. © © - ENS <0 Pts Fs 
Dared. Words of courſe; Child, meer Words of courſe : We uſe a 
hundred of %m in Conyerfation, which are indeed but in the nature of 
Expletiyes, and fignifie nothing : as, Darn me, Sir ; Rot me, Sir z Confound 
me, s.z which purport no-more than So, Sir ; And, Sir or Then, Sir, i 
WS 445 4 LPR 32. \ - D 2 HY 
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the. worſt:: For my part, I abyays "what 1:;think.z no can h 
thinking what he does think * So if I peak not well, th he /t not _ 
Heaug, Diſtingub*clike a Learned School- -Divine. : 
Conrrt. When meet we at the Play-houſe then ? 
_—_ Before the Clock ſtrike Nine: þ} | 
; Beaug, ' Where well have Muſick, os Mirth, 
Dared, And very much good Wine. 


End of the Seen 7 "mea 


THE THIRD ACT. 
Beaugard, Courtine, and Daredevil. 


=M $S- not this Living now? Who that knew the Sweets of Liberty 
I _ apr wp Delights the Free-man taſtes of, Lord of bs. | 


-'\ 
d. 


ohh Ns net qne ay oa to interrupt the Courſe... a. wt 
ing,: gayy and wanton Life. or tme++9 ori? ho to 
the Image o is like a Laune RED 3 arorfy 
tans ich fom'ry Vale ale, its Meaſure long,. N 7 
Beauteous its roſpett, and at the End -— : 
v7 ge peaceful Glade ; where, when the pleaſant Race i is. orer,. 
de: away, and' are at reſt,for ever... jy 
Wy, Bl Who, that knew this,; would let hiwfelf be 2 Slave 
To the vile Cuſtoms that the World's debaixcht in? . © + 
Who'd interrupt his needful Hours. of Reſt, to. riſe. and yawn it in a > Mw 
upon Cornhilt? Or, what's as bad,, make a : ſneaking —— in a Great' 
*s Chamber, at his Riſing in Morning ? 2. W play the Rogue, 
Cheat, Lie, Flatter,-Bribe, or: PlOp., to Taiſe an Eſtate Joy ks a Blockhead of 
His owt Degetting,' as he thinks, at ſhall waſte it as ſcandalouſly: as; his 
Father. got it.? Or who, Courtine, would marry,,to beget ſuch aBlockhead ? 
” * Court; No IN but fach a Blockhead as-my ſelf, Be ard, that's cer- 
tain but 1 will, if poſſible atone for that Sin of mine in the. future-Courſe 
of my Life, and grow as zealous. a Libertige as thou: wouldſs. wiſh thy 
Friend ta be. Darea. T 
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__ Dared,: Theſe are Rogues that pretend to be a Religion now! Well, 
all that I ſay is, Honeſt Atheiſm for my Money, - | 

_, Beaug. No, grant me while I live the eaſie Being I am at preſent poſ- 
{eſt of; a kind, fair Shee, to cool my Blood, and pamper my Imagination 
withal ; an honeſt Friend or two, like thee, Court:ne, that I dare truſt my 
Thoughts to 3 generons Wine, Health, Liberty, and no Diſhonour; and 
when I ask more of Fortune, let her een make a Beggar of me. What 
fayſt thou to this, Daredevil ? Is not this coming asnear.thy Doctrine as a 
young Sinner can conveniently ? 

Dared. Nay, I have very great Hopes of you, that*'s my Comfort. 

Court, But why did we part with the Women ſo ſoon ? 

Beang. Oh, Courtine, Reputation, Reputation / I ama young Spark, and 
muſt ſtand upon my Credit, Friend ; the Rogues that cheat all the Week, 
and go to Church in clean Bands 0? Sunday, will adyance no neceſlary Sums 
upon my Revenues elſe, when there may be an Occaſion : Beſides, I have 
a Father in Town, a grave, ſober, ſerious old Gentleman, calPd a Father. 

Dared. One that will Drink, Rant, Whore, and Game, and is as full of 
Religion as his Worſhipful Son here. _ DER 

Beanug, Hah ! CEnter Father. 

Fath. Very well, very noble, truly, Son ! This is the Care you-are 
Pleafed'to take of my Family ! Sit up all Night, Driak, Whore, ſpend. 

our Eſtate, and give your Soul to the Devil.! A very fine—Hickup----- 
This Aq#amirabilis and the Old Hock does not agree with my Stomach. , 

Beang. Daredevil, ſtick to me now, and help me out at a dead lift, or:l.am. 
loſt for ever._— Sir, I hope my being here, has not dane. you, norany 
Friend of yours, an Injury. | Th 


Fath. Injury ! No, Sir, ?tis-no Injury. for. you to take your ſwill in Plen- 3 


ty and Voluptuouſneſs— —Hickup— while your poor Father, Sirrah,, 
muſt be contented to drink paltry Sack, with dry-bon'd, old, batter'd: 
Rogues, and be thankful. You mult have your fige, jolly, young Fellows, 
and bonny,” buxom, brawny-bunrd, Whores, you Dog, to revel with, and. 
behangd' to! you, muſt you ? Sirrah, you, Rogue, I ha” loſt all my-Money.. 
Beaug. 1 am ſorry for it, Sir. ST | | 
Fath. Sorry for it, Sir !——Hickup——1s that all ? 


- '. Dared. If thou art very poor, old Fellow, take a ſwinging Doſe of Op:-- 


. #m, and'fleep upon?t 3: *tis the beſt thing in.the, World for old Gentlemen. 
that have nod Money. Or wiltthou bz good Company. ?- wilt: thou ſit down. 
and crack a'Bottle, old Boy ? Hah?” | : pe 

' Fath. Heh,! cracka Bottle, ! ' | = 

Dared. Ay, crack a Bottle: What ſayſt thou, to that comfortable Pro-- 

© * Coxrt;” Come, Sir, here your good Health, and to your bgtter Fortune. 
. _ Fath, A very, honeſt Fellpw, Fc; Theſe are. very honeſt Fellows. 

What is your name, Friend ?' ©. ont. oo OS... > 

' Dared. My name is Daredevil, Friend: of the ancient, Family of the. 
Daredevils in the North, that have not had a Church in their Pariſh, Chap- - 
tain in their Houſe, Prayers Bublick or Private, or Graces at Meals, ſince : 


— 
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Fath; Sir, I have heard much of your Family ; it is a very ancient Ho- 
nourable Family : and I am glad to find my Son has made choice of ſuch 
Noble Acquaintance. ——Sir, my Service to yon.———-1I proteſt, a' Cup 
of pretty Clarret, very pretty Clarret. - | ; 

Gor. And he has i it off as prettily, Pl ſay that for him. 

Fath. Fack,, 1 ha? loſt all my Money, Fack, 

Beang. Have you been robb'd, Sir? | | ponds 

Fath. Robb'd, Sir! No, Mr. Sancy-face, I ha? not been robb'd, Sir : but 
I ha? been nickt, Sir, and thats as bad, Sir. Youarea worthy Perſon, and 
Pll make yon my Judge. | | | 

Dared, Come along then. : 
 Fath: The Main was Seven, and the Chance Four; I had juſt Thirty 
pond upon it, and my laſt Stake : The Caſter threw, nothing came of itz 
| chang'd his Dice ; hethrew again, to as little purpoſe as before. 

Dared. Very ſtrange, troly. !' | | 
+  Fath, 1 chang'd his Dice again, he threw again: So he threw, I 

chang*d ; and 1chang'd, and he threw, for at leaft half an Hour ; till at 
laſt——Do you mark me ?——the Dice powd”ring ont of the Box—— 
. Dared.\ That's plain. ; | | 

Fath. One of *em trips againſt the Foot'of a Candleſtick, and up comes 
' two Dences, two Deaces, Sir, do you hear ? And ſo I loſt my Money. No, 
Sir, I'was not robb'd, Sir; but 1 toft it upon twa Deuces: and that was ſo 
hard Fortune, that Ill hold you,? or any Man living, Fifty pound to Ten, 
that he does not throw two Dences before Seven again. | 
_ " Dared. Two Deuces afore Seven ! Two Dences are not to be thrown, 
Str, not to be thrown. | = | 

Beaug. 1 am glad tohear you are ſo rich, Sir. 

Fath. Rich, quoth *a / Prethee be quiet, I am not worth a Shilling, Man, 
But, Sir, here you area Lord at large, enjoy your Drink and your 
fit up all ns in the fulneſs of Tniquity, with worthy Eſquire Daredev:l 
of the North here, with a Pox to you. ; whilſt I-mnſt be kept without a 
Shilling in my Pocket. ——But, Sir, —  ]. h 

Beaug. Sir, | ſent you a Hundred pound yefterday Morning. 

Fath, Well, Sirrah, and I haye hadill Luck; and loſt it all: What then? 

Bearg. Sir, to avoid Difpnte, ſhall I make one Propoſition to you? 

_ Fath, Heh! With all my Heart. Look you, Jackze-boy, I am nof..a- 
gainft thy taking thy moderate Diverſions, fo Tong as I ſee thou keepelt 
good Company, neither. But——-ſneak what Ready-money thou haſt 3n- 
to my Hand, and ſend me the reſt of tother Hundred to my Lodging. 

Beaug. Do you think it reaſonable, that as often as two Deuces are 
thrown before Seven, I muſt adyance a Hundred pound to make the Devils 
Bones rattle, Sir ? 2d ke 

Fath. Sirrah, you area Rebel ; and I could find in my Heart to cut your 
Throat. Sir, have you &er a Father ? | 5 | 

 Dared. No, Sir. . 
_ Fath, No, Sir? nes | 

Dared. No, Sir; 1 broke his Heart Tong aps, before Itathe to boot pears 
of Diſcretion: I hate all Fathers, and always did. , Fajh. Oh 


Fath. Oh Lord! Heark you, Sir, What's that Fellows Profeſſion ? 
- Court. Oh, an Atheiſt; Sir z he. believes neither God nor the Devil. 


Fath, *Sbud, Ill bruſtle up to him : Are you an Atheiſt, Fellow ? hoh ? 


Dared. Yes, Sir, I am an Atheiſt. = G 
. Fath. And what think you will become of you when you die ? hoh ? 

Dared. 1 ſhall be buried ſix-Foot under Ground, to prevent ſtinking,and 
there grow rotten. 

Fark, Oh Lord! 4 

Dared. If I chance to be hang'd, being a luſty Sine F ellow, the Cor- 

ration of. Barber-Chirurgeons, may be, beg me for an 
m their Hall. 1 don't take much care of my felf while I am living; and 
when I am dead, whatever happens to me will never trouble me. 


Fath. No more to be ſaid; mySon's in a very hopeful way to be damn'd,. 


that's one Comfort. Impudent Rogue ! You keep Company with the 
Devils Reſident ! You converſe with Foreign Miniſters, and deny your 
Father a little dirty Money ! Fogh, Poltroon ! 

Beang. This is very hard, Sir : But if Ten G«ine#s will do you any 
Service——— | | 
- - Fath, Ten Gwinea's ? Let me fee 5 Ten Guimea?s are a pretty little pid- 


ling Sum, thats the trath ont: But what wilt it do, Facke-boy? Serve, - 


may be, to play at Tick-tack in an Afternoon, three Hits up for a Piece, 
or.ſo; bot when will that recover my-Hundred agen? Ten Grmed?s { Pox. 
o' thy Ten Guinea?s, —— Well, tet me fee the Ten Oninea's though, — 
let me fre *em: 4 little. Fackze-boy, Jackie, Jack, — You he? drunk. 
damnable hard to night, you rogue ; you are adrunken Dog, I believe— - 
Hant you had-a Whore tov, Fackze?——e e e—— Yog!ll get the Pox, Sir-- 
rah, and then—— But if thou doſt, I know a very able Fellow; an old Ac-- 
guaintance of mine——— Ten Grinea's, Fackie / | 
 Braug. There they are, Sir ;- and long may they laſt you. 


Fath. Make *em Twenty, Fack:e-rogue ;-——-you Plump-cheekt, Merry-- . 


eyd make %*m- Twenty, —— Make *em Fifteen. then, — Facke-- 
boy, Fackie, Fack, ——Do faith. | 


Upon my Duty, you have ftript me, Sir. 


Fath. Then do you hear, Friend, you _— that-are ſo free of your: - 


Soul ? let us ſee if you dare.venture a litte of your Money now— 
Come; 7y [Draws ont 4 Box and Dice. 
Seven's the Main: I'll hold you Ten ponnds to Ewo, two Deuces does not-. 
come before Seven: 4 | 
Beang. At him, Daredevil ; Beggar him once more, and then we ſhall. 
be rid of him. " 
Darxed. Done, Sir, done 5. down with your Money. | 
Fath. Here, you 'Blaſphethous Dog. ——Doſt thou love:Hazard ? 
Dared. Dearly, from the bottom of my Heart, Sir. 
Path. | love thee the better for*t.: Come along. —Seven.— - 
Fath. Seven. | 
Dercd. Two Demes | You ha? loſt, Sir. 


[Throws two Deuces,* 
Fath. Dato? 


- . 
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Fath. Dany: me, Sir, lay your;:Hand upon-my Money! _/\ 

Dared, Dany me, Sir,?tis my Money 3. | won! it ny. 14 60 

Beaug. Now, Courrine, now—— - | x | 

Court, Now look to't, Athcilt. 

Fath, Son of a Whore, you lie. T hus to my Hat I ſweep the yellow 
Scoundrels, and draw my Sword in witneſs thare my own: 

' Dared. Nay then Pll—— 

Cenrt. Hold, Siggg.no drawing Swords, no Quarrellibg.:. | 

Dared. I am Moo: with all my Heart; for though Lam fot mach X 
afraid of the Devil, I hate a drawn Sword mortally. L-30.1 | 

' Beaug. Good Sir— 

Fath. Stand I off. ——Dogs, Atheiſts win my Money baſal, ——— 
Good motrow.... Inn 7 
'="Beaug. Till next. time two Dences come before Sevens and.chenl aut fare 
to ſee or hear from yoy again infallibly. 

Coxrt. How doſt thou intend to diſpoſe of this wild, extrmragant, old 
F nigh of thine, Beaugard ? ©; -- 

I hope to find him run fo fari in Debt within this Fortnigh ht, | : that 
to Ls þ the Calamity, he ſhall be forced to compound with me for his Free- 
dom, and be contented with a_comfortabke Annuity in.” the; Coultry 3 ; 
that's all my hopes of him. 

Corrt.” Which hell ell i in one Quarter.,of a Year, and return to old 
London again, for Yother Game at Hazard. ... | 

Beang. No,. like a wiſe Guardian, Ill. take care: of. the contrary. lay 
1t too far out of his reach, and tie it too faſt for him. _Why how: now, 
Daredevil? What in the dumps; ? ?Tis an unruly old Gentleman, but yet 
he has ſome Religion-in him, Daredevil. | 

Dared. Yes, Pox on him, to cheat me of my Money. *Tis well he was 
your Father, Sir. : 

Court. Why? 
| Dared. Had he been my own, by theſe FINES, 1 would have faw'd his old 
Windpipe aſunder upon the Spot. Rob me of 'my Right ! 

Court. Does he love Fighting ſo well then? 1 thought moſt of your 
Atheiſts had not much car*d for that impertinent Exerciſe. 

Dared. Tis a little impertinent, that 111 grant you, for honeſt Fellows: 
to fall out, ſquabble, and cut one anothers Tun to ſpoil good Gus 
pany: But when my Honour's injurd-—- he 

Bedug. Then, I know, then art implacable. 'But for-a fooliſh criting 
Sum © Money——— | 

Dared. Traſh, traſh, Dunghil, and Filthineſs ! I give it away to'imy- 

'Wenches and my Servants; wepart with it to every Body,-upon. all Done 
ſions. He that values Money, deſerves newer tochave the Benefit of* it. 

Beaug. A very noble ragment of Philoſophy.. © But, :Courtine, the 
Morning is new riſen again, and I;have receiv/& Intelligence this N igfic, | 
by a certain Miniſter 1 keep for ſuch Offices, where my . poordiſtreſſed 
Widow is held in Durance : If thou thinkeſt there may be any/Hopes for 
thee upon the Coaſt I am bound for,,let. ps. eabarque together, andigood 

Luck EA us. Court. No, 
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Court. No, I have other Projects 0? foot: Marriage has crackt my Cre-. 
dit ſo, that no body that knows my Condition cares. to deal with m 
Therefore I -am reſolv*d to ſet out for New Diſcoveries, and try howS: 
can thrive where my Names a Stranger. | 

Beaug. Whar, this Morning ! 

Court, This very Morning : Fortified with Burdeaux, as 1 am, will 1 iſe 
forth; and let all ſtragling Wives, Widows, and Virgins have acare of 
their Cargo's. . 
Beaug, Nobly reſolv'd, and good Fortune guide thee. Thou, Dare- 
devil, wilt not part with me; thou art more a Friend than to leave thy 
Diſciple, when there is good ſubſtantial Sinning like to go forward. May 
be we may-do a Murder before we part ; ſomething that is very wicked 
we'll not fail of. 

Dared. With all my Heart ; let us fire a Houſe or two, poiſon a Con- 
ſtable and all his Watch, raviſh ſix Cinder-women, and kill a Beadle. 

Beaug. Shall we do all this? 

Dared. Dot PII do't my ſelf. 

. Beaug.. Thou art the very Spirit of Iniquity. [Emer Foot man, 
Footm, Sir, Captain Beaugard. ow 
Beaug. With me, Friend ? 

. Foorm. Sir, there is a Maſqu'd Lady, ina Chair, at the Corner of the 

Street, deſiresa Word with you inſtantly. 

Beaug. Tell her, Pm her Vaſlal, and will wait on her this Moment. 
Courtine, good morrow. | 
Court, Gone, already? - 

B:aug. Trading comes in, Friend, and 1 mult mind my Calling, that's 
all. 4 ons. Daredevil. | 
Dared. F riend, farewell to thee; if either i us are run through the 
Lungs,:or ſhof in the Head, before we meet-again, let-us hear from one 
another out of the Lower World, how matters go. there, and what En- 

tertainment they give us. 

Court. You ſhall find me a very civil Correſpondent, Sir. 

Dared. Farewell. * | 

Court.. The ſame good Wiſh to you, Sir. - Now will out into the mid- 
dle of the Street, play at Blind-mans-buff by my {{1f, ' turn three times 
Found, and catch wholI can. | 


4 


Scene changes fo RH" EW Enter Beaugard and Daredevil. 


Beaug. This ſhould be the Place, and yet I ſee no Chair: 
Dares Then let us fall to Miſchief, 9 | 
* Beaug. Prethee 2 little Patience, tho it be a Vertne, dear Temptation. 


_ Eiter another F, ODE NAY. 


Footm. Sir, 15 your name Captain Beaugard, I 
w__ Yes, my dear Afercury, Iam the happy Man. 


Fodtm. Then | 


_ O—_ 
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Footm..-T hen, Sir, this Letter is for yon. je.1722 
Beals. Stay till I read it, Friend. 
"® Foot.” Sir, it requires no Anſwer. | | 
Beaug. W hat Jilts Trick now ! Sir, to meet us with your Swords 
in your Hands this Morning, behind the Corner Houſe of- By my Stars, a 
Challenge from the termagant Sparks that fell upon us laſt Night. Why, 
what a deal of Love and Honour have I upon my Hands now ? Daredevil, 
- thou canſt fight? -- 
Dared. Why, is there any occaſion ? 
Beang. Only a Challenge, Daredevil, that's all : See, there's a: Breakfaſt 
for thee, if thou haſt any Stomach to*'t. _. 
© Dared.. Idle Rogues, Raſcals, HeCtors ! Never mind %m'; hang %m, 
theſe are ſome hungry Varlets that want Dinners ; let us break the next 
Windows, and never think ont. 


Enter fix. Ruſſians. 


1: Theſe are our Quarry ;. be ſure we ike *em both. Is the Coach 
ready ? 
2 Riff. At the next Corner. En iS | 
©T-R#ff.-Fall on then. Sir, you are our Priſoner. | 
Beaug. Villains ! Rogues ! Thieves ! Murder ! Thieves! Raſcals, youll 
not murder me.? | | | 
I Ryff. Nay, Sir, nonoiſe, no {trugling, asyou tender your Safety. 
Beaug. Daredevil, Dog, Coward, draw thy Sword and reſcue me.. 

- Dared. 1 am terrified, amaz'd ; ſome Judgment for my Sins is fallen up- 
on-mez- alas, I am in Bonds too ! Have mercy on my Soul; and dowt ſlay 
me, Gentlemen. : | 

Beaug. Damnation ! Blinded ! Raſcals, Villains, Rufhans ! Murder !. 
Dared. Oh Daredevil, Daredevil, what will become of thee! 


Enter Theodore and Gratian. 


Theod, This Generofity makes good thy Character, . 
Fhat thou art the braveſt Man, and trueſt Friend. 
How: ſhall I deſerve this from thee ? | 
Grat: 1 ſhould be unjuſt, both to my ſelf,, and the dear Menrry of thy 
Noble Brother, whoſe Friendſhip was ſodear to me, ſhould my true Sword 
be..idle in thy Cauſe. Beſides, the Love which I profeſs to Porc:a, tells me. 
a-Riyal muſt not tamely carry her. | . 
Theod, She is thy Right : My dying Brother, her ſoon-forgotten Husband, . 
But thy remember?d Friend, with his laſt Breath thus told me; 
- Thavea Friend, Gb atian, the Man my Heart 
Has cheriſht moſt; we fromour Youth were Rivals - 
For my dear Porcia - tell him, if 1- die, . 
_ Hleft her-to:him, as the oor Brno f | 
L'eould bequeath ; Bid -hinrbetender of her, . 
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For ſhe'll deſerve it from him.— Would ſhe did. 

Grat, Heav*n knows; it is my Curſe, ſpite of her Scorn, to love her even 
to Madneſs ; nor ſhall this Man of War, this French-bred Hero, win her 
with nothing but his Cap and Feather : I wonder he*s not come yet. 

' Theod. I haveheard the Man is Gallant ; but in honeſty, 
As thou art my Friend, I wiſh thou wouldſt hear good Counſeh . 

Grat, Thine muſt be Noble. | 

Theod. . I'd have thee think no more of this proud Woman. 

Grat. I wiſh*twere pollible. | 

Theod. Their Sex is one groſs Cheat ; their only Study 
How to deceive, betray, and ruine Man: 

They have it by Tradition from their Mothers, 

Which they improve each day, and grow more exquiſite. 
Their Painting, Patching, all their Chamber-arts, 

And Publick Aﬀectations, are bub Tricks 

To draw fond Men into that Snare, their Love. | 

Grat, Would this could cure mine. 

Theod. W hen ware caught faſt, *tis then they fhew their Natures, 
Grow haughty, proud, to vex the Wretch tlYave conquer'd g 
Tho- the ſame Hour they glance abroad for new ones. 
Let but a Woman know yare once her Slave, 

Give her once Teſtimony that you love her, 
SheU always be thy Torment, Jilt, deſign, 
And praCtice Ends upon thy honeſt Nature, 
So ſtrong is their Antipathy to Truth. - 

Grat, But let a Fool-— 

Theod. Oh give ?em but a Fool, 

A ſenſeleſs, noiſie, gay, bold, briſtling Blockhead, 

A Raſcal with a Feather, and Cravat-ſtring, 

No Brains in*s Head ; a yain, pert, empty Rogue, 
That can prune, dance, liſp, or lie very much, 
THrare loſt for ever : They'll give all they have 

To Fools, or for em. _ 

Grat. But, my Friend, this granted, . 
Grant Porcia this, and more, as ſhe's the Relidt 
Of thy dear Brother, and my valu'd Friend, 
The Injury ſhe brings upon thy Honour 
Muſt not be flighted ; and that's my Cauſe now. 


Theod. There thou ofreconyſt me : Still our Men of Mettle 
| Delay their Time ; the Day grows late ; let's walk 
Down by yon? Wall ; may be they have miſt the Place : 
Beſides, I fancy Company is coming this way, and we may be preyented. 
Methinks I would not loſe fo fine a Morning, and do nothing. 
Grat, Nor I. : LCExenn. 


Enter 
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Enter Sylvia jw Lucrece.' ; 


| So Oh Luchice, *twas the Pangs of Jealouſi ie, curſt Jealouſie, that 
brought me hither. . 

Lucr. Where lodg 4a yo you then laſt Night ? 

Sylv. Here, in this Houſe, my Couſin Porcia*s Houſe : I met her late 
laſt Night, juſt as I alighted, harraſt with my Journey, and the Cauſe of 
It: Had ſhe not. took pity of me, Heavn knows how my Perplexities 
would have diſpoſed me. ? 

Lucr, What, in this Houſe ? 

Sylv, Here, in this very Houle. 

.Lucr. Pm glad I know it; Vll take ſuch care, it ſhall not be long: a- 
Secret. 


Sylv. The Garden opening thus upon the Fields, invited me to take the - _ 


Morning-air here ; for Sle:p's a:Guelt that ſtays but little with me. Why 
_ thou, Lucrece? | 
. Pm thinking why my Couſin Porcia ſhould chuſe this Reſidence. 

Sits. "Tis for a Lover, Lucrece ; Beaugard courts her, a Friend and - 
tkwd Companion of my falſe Husband's. 

Lucr, 1 know him but too well.. 

Sylv. Why, dolt thou love him ? 

Lucr. So much, that I can neither eat, drink; nor fleepi 1N peace, for the '- 
tormenting Thoughts of him. 

_  Sylv. By Heav'ns, I pity thee. Oh. have a care of Marriage, Lucrece, | 
Marriage ; *twill be thy Bane, and ruine thee.for ever. Marriage ſpoils 
Faces; How I look with Marriage ! ; 
Lucr. I ſee no change. ; 
 Sylv. No change! I have not Nept: fix. Nights j in peace ſince: the. curſt - 
' Dayl wedded. - 
Lucr. Will then a Husband ſpoil onesSleep fo ſadly ?. 
| Sytv. A Husband's, Lucrece, like his Wedding-Clothes, . 
Worn gay a Week, but then he throws ?em oft, 
And with *em too the Lover : Then his Days 
Grow gay abroad, and his Nights dull at home : 
He lies whole Months by thy poor longing Side 
Heavy and uſeleſs, comes faint and loth to Bed, 
Turns him-about, grunts, ſnores: and that's a Husband.” 

Lucr. ls Conrtine ſuch a-one ? 

Sylv. *Tis pain to tell thee the Life I. 1:ad with him. 

s colder to me, than Adamanr to Fire; but let him looſe —_ my 
Kitchep-Furniture, my Maids, never was ſeen ſo termagant a Towzer : He 
loves a naſty, foul-fed, fulſom Drab, and ſcorns the tender Joys my: Arms 
invite him to. To be deſpisd at that rate, ſo diſhononr*d, makes me even 
curſe the Chance that made me Woman : Would I had been any Creature 
ele. —-See yonder, yonder he comes : Thy Maſque, thy Maſque, dear 
Liccrece. 

- | Lucy. Fare-- 
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+ Twcr, Farewel ; Pll away, and leave ye fairly both together. {Ext. Lucr. 
; | Enter Courtine. | 
Court. What, fly thy ground, faint Soldier ! How, another! Nay then 
*twas nobly done, two to one had been odds elſe: Had it not pretty 
one ? 
Sytv. Why, who are you, Sir. "s WP | 
Court, E*en a wandring Knight, that have forſaken my Caſtle in the - 
Country, and am come up to Town for Preferment truly. | 
Sytv. And one wouldthink ſo proper, luſty, a well-made Fellow as you ' 
are ſhould not be long out of Employment. | 
Court. Doſt thou know me, my Deareſt ? 
Sylv. No. 
Court. Then I am ſure thou canſt have no Exception againſt me. _ 
Sylv. But ſuppoſe I had a mind to a little farther Acquaintance with : -. 
you; what then, Sir ? | -» 
Court. Why, then thou may'ſt reaſonably ſuppoſe' that Pll make no evil 
Uſe of thy good Inclinations Faith there are very pretty Gardens here- 
abouts, let us commit a Treipaſs for once, break into one of %em, and 
« roll a Camomile-walk together-this Morning. | 
Sytv. Oh Lord, Sir ! 
Court. She*s coming; already. 
Sylv. If I ſhould let you make advantage of my Weakneſs now, you ' - 
would be falſe afterwards, forſake me, and break my heart. | 
Court. Pretty fool ! What innocent ſcruples ſhe makes ! 
Sylv, Have you no other Miſtreſs already ? have you no Engagements 
that will return hereafter upon your heart to my prejudice ? " . 
Court, Shall I ſwear? | 
. Sylv, But haw't you truly ? | 
Court. If 1 have, may that blew Mountain over our heads there, fall 
down and cruſh me like a pelted Toad. 
Sylv. To ſhew you then that I deſerC your Faith —— . 
Court, What wilt thou ſhew me ? - 
Sylv. A Face which I am not aſhant'd of, though you'l perhaps be ſcan- - 
daliz?d when you ſec it. - : 
Court, The Devil take me if I am though, ſo 1t prove not very horri-. 
ble indeed. 2 
Sylv, What think you then, Sir, ist ſuch a one as you lookt for ? 
Court. My own Wife ! -. 
 Sylv, Yes, thy unhappy Wife, 
Thou falſe, deceitful, perjur®d, ſhamleſs Wretch : - 
| Have I deſerv*d this from thee ? | | 
Court, Pox confound her. —— [Takes out a Book and falls to reading, . 
Sylv, Is this the recompenſe of all my love? © . 
Did I beſtow my Fortune on thy ;Wants, 
Humble my ſelf to be thy Dove-like Wife ? - 
And is this all. Pm worth ? 
Cont, Wealth is a great 


Provocative 
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Proyocative to anvrous heat - 1 
For what is worth in any thing, | 
But ſo much Money as *twill bring ? 
Hudibras, Part the 24. Canto the Firſt. Pe 
Sylv. Patience dirett me ! have I wrought my Nature 
To utmoſt ſufferarice, and moſt low contentment, 
: Set my poor heart to cares ! have I been bleſt 
With Children by thee, to be left with ſcorn, 
Caſt off, neglected, and abgndon'd vilely ? 
- Speak, is not this hard uſage !—— 
- Court. Umpb ! 

Sylv. Umph! what's Umph 7 

Court, Umph, that's I, Child 3 Umph is I, I, I, my Dear. 

Sylv. Death ! death and torments! Cut my wretched Throat, don't 
. treat me thus : By Heaven Ple bear*t no longer. 

Corrt. No more. 

_ I have done, Sir. 
ourt, What de you at Lowaon ! | 
_ Is it a fault to follow what I'm fond of ! 
ourt, Can't I enjoy my pleaſures, take my freedoms, but you muft 

. come, and ſpoil the high ſeaſon'd diſh with your inſipid whining ſenſe- 


_ leſs Jealouſic ? | 
Sylv. Prethee forgive me.—_ 
Court, Where did you lodge” laſt Night ? 

Sylv.- Here with a Kinſwoman, 

May be you know her not, her name is Porcia. | 
Conrt. Death! Beaugard's Widow ! now I am finely fitted. 

What at this Houſe ? 45-0 | 
Sylv. This very Houſe, that Door 

Opens into the Garden, let us walk there, - 

Won't you go with me Courtine ? 

' Court. No. © 
Sylv. Prethee do, Love. 
Don't be thus cruel to me. 
\ Court. Then promiſe one thing, | 
And may be my good nature ſhall be wrought upon. 
Sytv. Ple grant thee any thing ; ſpeak, try n*Obedience. . 
Court. then promiſe me, that during our abode 

In this ſweet Town, which 1 Iove very dearly, - 

That let me ramble, ſteer what courſe I will, 

| Keep what late hours, and as I pleaſe employ *%em, 

That yowl be ſtill, an humble, civil Doxy, 

"And pry into no ſecret to diſturb me. 

Sylv. Well, *tisall granted. 
Court, On then, Ple be dutiful, 
Sylv. Enter you firſt. 

. Court, N 0 _— 


Sylv. Oh 


= as 6g Cc 
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Sylv. Oh, then yowl forſake me ; 
You ſeek but opportunity again to leave me. 
Court, Well, ſince I am trapt thus, 
Like a poor Beaſt that wanted better paſture, 
' There is no Replevin, andI muſt to Pound. CExenm. 
Enter Theod. Grat. and Lucr. | 
Theod, What in this Houſe ? 
Zucr, Here in this very Houſe, 
My Couſin 'Sylvia, Courtine?s Jealous Wife, 
Coming to Town, Lodg'd with her here laſt Night. 
Theod. No more, I gueſs the cauſe ware diſappointed. 
Do thou go Gratian, Muſter what Friends *tis poſlible; 
Ple try my Intereſt too; we'll ſtorm your Fortrelis, 
Enchanted Lady, though your Gyant guard it. 


Scene changes t0 the infide of a very fair Houſe, adormed with rich Firni- - 
| ture and Lights. 


| Enter Ruff. with Beaug. and Dared. lo 
Beaug. Dogs! Raſcals ! Villains! how do you intend todeal with ys ? - 
i Ref Much better than your language has deſery*d,Sir. [They unblind em. 
Beaxg. Sirs for this noble uſage, had I a Sword or Piſtol about me, I - 
would reward ye moſt amply, - | [They all bow and withdraw.” 
A- Plague of your Civility ! where the Devil are we ? 


Dared. Where are we quotha ! why, we are in a Palace Man, prithee 


look about thee a little. 

Beaug. By Heav*n here's a Paradiſe ; hark Daredevil! Muſick too ! 

Dared. Ile be hang?d if *tis not a bawdy Dancing-School, ſome better - 
Whores than ordinary deſigning a private Ballum rancur,. have pitcht up- - 
on our two proper perſons for the bugneſs ; we are like to have a ſwing- - 
Ing time on't, Beaugar d. | ay 5 

Beaug. A plague o? your Cowardiſe / you were whining and praying juſt. - 
now, and be hang'd to you. 5 | | 
- - Dared. I praying! prithee be quiet Man, I never pray*d in my life, nor - 

ever will pray : Praying quotha ! that's a merry jeſt with all my Heart. 

Beaug. Impudent Poltroon / he faid two dozen of Pater-Noſters with- 
in this half hour, and every jolt the Coach gave was afraid the Devil - 
would have torn him to pleces. 

Dared. Odd.I like this contrivance very well :' Look, Beaugard, what 
comes yonder ? %heart two Devils in Petticoats,. how my Guts ſhrink to- 
gether ! LEnter two Black Women. 

Beang. Heyday! Lady Blackamores | nay then we are certainly enchant- 
ed. What are you two, Maids of Hogour to the Qyeen of Pomonkey? and is- - 
thisone of her Palaces? Not a Word !-— | | 

Dared. How I long now to be familiar with one of thoſe Sooty-fac'd 
Harlots / I would beget a- chopping Black Son of a Whore upan her, in 
defiance- to-the Prince of Darkneſs. 


* ., 
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Enter a Dwarf. wy pt 30... 
Beaug. What. another too of the ſame Complexion ? this muſt be her 
Majeſties Page. | 2p 7 9 
Dared. A Pimp, Vle warrant him he's ſo very little, pert, and dapper, 
. the Rogue looks as if he could ininuate himielt through a'Key-hole. 
Dwarf. Welcome thou beſt-loy?d Man of the fair World: 
Beanug. Well, Sir, and what's the Service you have 1n order. to Com- 
- mand me? - 2172 WH S175 L 
- Dwarf. My Orders are to lead you to repoſe in a Rich'Bed prepared 
*for. Reſt and Lovc. 4915 wo I © 27809 
Dared. 1 faid it wasa Pimp, what a ſmooth-tongu'dlittle Raſcal *ris ? 
Beaug. A very pretty ſort of an Amuſement this.:. But:prithee young 
Domine, why to Bed ? *tis but -now Day, and the Sun newly riſen; for 1. 
have not. been a Bcd all Night, my little Monſter ; -1 kgow: iow che tune 
goes, Child, x 
Dwazf. Such are the Orders,of the Power I ſerve, 
For you are come a long unmeaſurable Journey. - 
Dared. Hah ! : 
Dwarf. Drawn by. wing?d Horſes through the untract Air. | 
\Beang, A Pox upon thee for a little black lying well-inſtruQed Raſcal, 
but ſince it is the Cuſtom of the place, and my laſt Night Fatigne requires 
it, Ple accept of the offer, and diſpenſe with an hour of two of ſleep 0. 
fir me for better exerciſe. when I wake again. - © 2 a 
n | [Sits down in the Chair'to'be wmdreſe. 
Dared: Drawn by Wing'd Horſes through "the Air,” ſaid'he! if this 
ſhould be true now, what would become of us !: Meth6ught-indeed the 


Coach whew'd it away a little faſter than ordinary. *: *©-- ©: 
[While Beaug. is undreſſing the two. Black Women dance, 
Beang. A very notable Entertainment truly, and your -little Black La- 
- dy-ſhups have tript it moſt featly.— ' . ' he Wo.” advance towards him. 
What, and muſt you take. charge of me now ! ——Wirh all myheart. Dare- 
gevil farewel to thee ; but that I am in hopes of a better;''Pde invite thee 
for a Bedfellow. , © [Women lead in Beavg, 
Dared. Bedfellow, quotha ! would I were a Bed with any Bedfellow that 
I was {ure had but fleſh and/bones about.him. 
Dwarf. Come,-Sir, you are m charge. RPE 14 als 
Dared. ] hope your little rioplhip will be civil ts me ; pray, Sir, what 
place 1s this ? OTE. FE | 
- . Dwarf. A Chryſtal Caſtle built by Enchantment in a Land unknown to 
. any but the fair one that.Commands it : The Spirits of. the Air. keep 
guard about it, and all obey her Charms. "2 
Dared. Oh Lord ! and what Religion is the Lady off? 
. Dwarf. Thats a ſecret, you'l krow more hereafter. 
Darea, Lead on then : Now in the lower World whence I come lately, 
. were this but known, . 7: | 25 TP 
How would the fate in Ballad be lamented, © _- 
Of Daredevil-eve Atheiſt thats Enchanted. ** | 62 
X _ End of the Third Af. FHE 
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Emter Gratian and Theodoret. 


roaring, (waſhing Spark, that,: at the bottom, was good for 
any thing. . 

Theod. Your faux Braves always put on a ſhew of more Courage than or- 
diary 3 as your beggarly half-Gentlemen always wear tawdry finer \Glaaths 

than their Fortune will Nath rd *cm. 

Grat. But, to lye conceal'd in private inthe Houſe with her ! 

Theod. Dam her, the's a Proſtitute 3 has, given her ſelf already to his Arms. 

Grat, Yet, I'fl warrant you, ſhe has an excuſe for that too, if it be io 3 -as, 
Alas! you know, Woman is but a weak Veſſel, 
|  Theod, A Pox © the weakne(sof her. s Yell Dam. her * Would my Sword 
were in her Throat! But my our Friends. be ready ? 

- Grat. Molt punctually. . It was an odd old. Fellow, that, which we met 
with, Was he certainly Beawgard's Father ?. - .. 

Theod. No body can ſwear that, for his Mother was a Woman 3 but that 
rnexry” conceited old - Gentleman has the. honour of it : he has the Title, but 
whole was the Property, that I dare not determine. 

Grat, I hope he'll be as good as his word with us. 

Theod, It will not be amiſs if it prove ſo., . See, here he comes t00. 


Enter Father-and Fourbine, 


Grat. Tt are your Men of Honour'now :' I never r knew a  bluſtcring, 


Fab. You lie, -you Dog z,.you Scanderbeg Valet, you. lie... Do not Lknow 
that he (ate up all Night with a Conſort of Whore-rmaſters and Harlots 3 and 
have you the impudence to tell me he is not at home:?. Do not 1 know, you Vil- 
lain, that, after a Debauch, he will out-ſnore a. Fleet-ftrees-Conſtable: and all 
his Watch, for ſix hours 3 and dare you tell me, he is not at-home, you Ca- 
terpillar ? 

Frurh, Upon the word of a true Valet de Chambre, Sir, 1 deal fincercly and 
honeſtly with you. 

Fath. No more to be ſaid : But, "Sirrah, do you take notice in his behalf, 
and tell him, he ſhall pay for this 3. pay for it, doryou, hear . you. Mongril > 
Fob meoff with-ten ſtinking, Guinnics, when I had.] (b a- hundred! Ficnds 
and Furies, Ill not bear ic. Good :morrow my little, ader-botts ! What 
ſay you, my tiny brace of Blunderbuſſes ? can I be ſerviceable? ſhall we about 
the buſineſs while it is practicable ?: hah /? 

Theod. Have you conſidered of it throughly, Sir ? 

Fath.. Trouble thy head:no farther 3 Fll do't, my Darling, 

Theod. Have you conſidered, Sir, that ſhe is your Soh's Miſtreſs ? 
G 


'Fath. 


' 
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_ "Path. So much the better ill 3 I'll ſwinge her the outlier, for alicnating 
his AﬀeRGions from his natural Father. | 

Grat, But ſuppoſe you ſhould meet him too, there in her defence, Sir ?- 

Fath. Still better and -bettct, and better for that very reaſon 3 for I would 
ſwinge him too with much fatherly Diſcipline, and teach him the duty which 
a Son, with a great deal of Money, ows an honeſt old Daddy, that has none. 

Theod, Very piouſly refolyed,; thiss : that's the truth on't. But , Sir, E 
would have you fatished, into the bargain, that this will be no trifling matter. 

No Boys Play, old Tilbury. REY RG Ce akckh 

'*  Fath. Boys Play, Sir 3 'Sir, can fight, Sir: though T am an old fellow, 1 
have a Fox by my fide here, that will ſnarl upon occation. Boys Play ! I don't 
underſtand your Boys Play, Six —— : 

Theod. Þ would not have you take my plainnefs it, Sir : I only hinted it, to 
deal with you according'to an old fafhion of fincerity which I profeſs, Sir. I 
hope you are not offended at it. - RY ar En. ES 

Fatb, Then, to rectifie all miſtakes, let us fairly have a Breakfaſt,. hoc Mo- 
ments. 1 have a fort of gnawing Courage, that when it is provok'd,. always 
gives me a Stomack to a'{avoury Bit, and a cheerful Bottle. I hate to be run 
through the Guts, with nothing in''em'to keep the'Wind our. | 

'Grat, Very well propos'd, 1 think 3 for we have more Fiends to meet_ys 
at a Tavern hard by here, 'where we intend to wiſh” our Enterpriſe well in a 
bonny Bottkk or two, and then'about it as cheerfully 'as we can. | 

Fath., Very well ſaid, that ; This is a pretty fellow, Plt warrant him. Now, 
if my Rebel be ran through the Midriff in this buſinefs, T am the n{xt Heirac 
Law, and the two thoafand Pounds a year is my own, declaro, Come along. 


wy little Spit-fires, 2h un 
Nows allons. 
Brave ſtrippons. 

' Sant ſpavoir ou Nous allons. 


Six Bumpers. in a'hand' tohim that drift the firſt Whore-Maſter through the 
Gol Sues, ! 73 21217500-5207797 0 20a NYE 
Grat. We'll pledge it heartily, Sir. ” | 
Fath. You are both my honeſt Boys, my beſt Children : march along then, - 
bravely and boWdly.- I muſt borrow Motiey of thefe Fellows before I part 


with *em. Nous allons, Brave ſtrippons, .. | [ Exernt. 


Enter Courtine. 


Cort. Oh the unconſcionable Importunity of an unfavoury, plegmatick, 
cold, infipid Wife * By this good day, ſhe has kifs'd me' till I am downright 
fick ; I have had {o muchof her, that I ſhall haveno flomach co the Sex again 
| this fortnight. : FO £ - | : : 7 R ; - ; ""_ 

hoc Enter Sylvia. Res 

Sylv. My Dear ft, pray f y Deareſt, don't thus leaye me : by this kind kiſs 
I beg YI | | | | Court, 
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Court. Oh, the Devil ! QC var, (fe 29H] ele 
Sylv. Look kindly on me ; ; ſpeato me—c—an= INN Bag Li ann 
Coxrt.. Plague intollerable ! | b 
Sylv. Indeed; my Dear," 116ve you with ſuch fordnek:! Pray ſpeak 
Court, I 'cannot. -, wt 
Sylv, Why ? an't you well ? ny 
Court. Oh, there's a ſudden faintneſs comes o'er my Spirits ! Oh, Pm ve- 
ry ſick! Leave me, if thou loy'ſ _ Nu oy nd give ine Air 3 I dic-riſt, 
| Oh h!—————— ON 
Sylv., T'Il kiſs thee then to lifes #painc it | ? 
Court. Stand off, I ſay 3 I'll not be ſtifled ! Murder! Help! Murder! Help! 
Sylv. 11] natur'd Tyrant! 
Court, Good natur'd Devils ! Kiſs, i *th? Devil's name —— ONE 


- Sy{v. Cortie near me, Husband.'? I [> .n2 0 wt 
Court, 'Come not near me, Wife.' How am al cortur'd'!— - 2 454 119 
' $zlv. You muſt be kind 3 indeed; rmy dear; you-muſty: 1 7 


Court. Indeed, my Dear, by your good leave, 1 ſha? not;—Damnation! 

Sylv. You long to berid of me again. 

Court. That 1 do moſt mightily-37 but. how to bring it — 4£ 1 know; 1 
am a Raſca!, Oh! Oh! 

Sylv. What's the matter, Deazee'? 

Court, Oh, I am ſick again of the ſudden ! Give me the Chair there : Oh! 
my Heart beats, and my Head ſwims! Oh! oh? - _ . - 

Sylv. Alas, I-fear yare very fick indeed: if my poor Lovee ſhould dic, what 
would become of me” 

Court. A Plague 'of your whining ! Would 1 were well out of the Houle 
once ! 

Sylv. Shall I fetch thee ſome Cordial, my deareſt Love, wy Joy : Speak fo 
me 3 ſhalll POSOY 

Court. Ay if thou wilt, my Jewel. - - Jewel quotha 1—whar a plag? s this : 
Daſh » ſhe gone ?— "Now on a convenient Jar rons to venture ©'the o—_— of 
a 1NECK al.- , =_ . 


Enter Page. 


' Page. Sir, Sir, a word with you. 
Court, With me, Sweetheart 3 thy buſineſs ? 
Page, A Lady, Sir, that dog'd you hither this Morning— 
Conrt. A Lady! 
Page. Yes, a Lady, Sir. 
Court, Hiſt': Get you in, you little Monkey 3 Skip, ſculk, or you'll ſpoil all 
| elle— Here's the bleſſed comfort of a Wife agait now: Oh: Oh l— 


Enter Sylvia. 


Sy!v. How is't, my Bleſſing ? Here, take this: Heaven ny this! fy 
Court, Frcm thy confounded troublclome Company, it.it be poſlible. 
3 [ Drinks, 
G- 2 .- S$zw 
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Sylv. How is't, my Dearee? ! livaCl » bs OO arr2 
Court. If T had a little more -on'r, Degree, - REES 
Sylv. Pll fee what's left, my Joy. -- 

Coxrt. Do, prichec do, may: Joy chen. Joy in SENS name: ths Sylr. 

Hiſt, Sirrah Page, come hither, 

Enter _ 
INT ?1 (1372 £2333 £< 37 


RO ALS Sir dio bus! 

Comrt, Yes: But JOTT of the = Lid. 1 my at _ 2. 

Page. She's now below, Sir and delires to-fee you, | 

Coprt. Isſbe young ? thandſom!? 

Page. I can't tell that, Sir 3 but ſhe? $ rare and fin. 

Court. Aze-her-Clodths rich ?:.- F, 

Page. Oh Sir, all Gold and Silver 3 | with adep! Point Thingum Thangum 
over her Shoulders-:-and then:ſhadmellsias Gyeet/as.my:Ladies Drefſng-Box, 

Court. Fly little Spright;:and- > 8H 4 am $6 ;; tell her, Fl Uowait on 
her within2; mothent:; tcl:her 

Page, But Sir — ——— 

{Conrt«: Be ging, begane,./you Koat.00 like coughs elſe. Oh !.-. 


"Enter ——_— 6323600 


Ste. Here s all thar O left, my Heant: . 

--Corrt.\T,am: forry for itgvit-i i5:yery untable«: [Price] Oh, oh oh! 

Sytv. What ails my Life? - 

-Conrt. Oh, 1 have a horrid:ttemor/npon my Heart ! tis the old Palpitation 
I us'd to be troubV'd with, return'd _ Oh, it 1 were but- — 

Sylv. Where; Love 2- £57 ; 

Court. Oh ! but in a condition to = abroad, there is an able Fellow of my 
Acquaintance;; that always us'd; $0. .relixve me inſthisextremity. 

.Sylv..' [hereidoes:he-dive 2; 1 'IL cake a:Goach: my, felf,, and go to him. 

Court, The Devil take me if 1 —_— Oh: 'tis a vaſt way.offt.— Oh! 
now it kills me again. 

Sytv. T (hall not think it fo, when] it is my duty. | 

Conrt. That's but too kind, my Sweeteſt 5: —_ if 1-had but one Bottle 


_ of his Elixir.— 


Sylv. How is.it-caJFd'?+ 

Court. Specimen Vite. 

Sylv. Specimen Vite ? -.. 

Court. Ay, Specimen Vite - %is a dammn'd hard. name, but it is very good. 

Sytv. Where ist he lives then ?. Prithee let me go thither. 

Court, Oh, *tis a horrid way off * Belides, it would trouble me now, in this 
condition, to 'be ſo long without thee, 

Sylv. Prithce let-me. 0s 

Court, ' Why / 1t5-a9tar 35 Grubb-ftreet Child, as Grubb ſtreet ? 

Sylv. V'ilbe back: #gain inſtantly. . 

Court, | had rather, indeed, thou ſhouldſt go thy fclh, than ſend « Mcſſenger, 
pocanl; 1 the bulineſs will be done more carctully. k Sylv. 
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$ Q the Dir Qion then 

Sos RT "Y ft Eeabb-frecs av at Fi Sign of the S*n and Phenix, Ithink i ie 
is, there = "Shop 5 ask for him, and in my name dclire a Few of his 

HRa | 

Sylv. | els 6 ? 

Coprt. Ay, Specimen Vite—T'll try in the mean time if I can walk about the 
Room, and divert the terrour of my Fits. 

$ytv. Heavens bleſs my deareſt Dearce, | 

Coprt. Thank you, my only Joy. Would in the Devil's Name ſhe were 
gone once, and had her Guts full of. that Quack's Specimen Vite. 

Sylv. You'll be careful of your felf, Child ? 

| Comrt; As careful as 1 can, Child. 

Sylv. Gud b*w'y Comrtee. . 
-  Comrt. By my War Oh, oh! _ [ Exit Sylvia, Enter Page. 
Is ſhe gone? , : 

Page. Yes, Sir. 

Comrt. Where's the Lady ? 

Page. Here  juſi entring up the back Stairs. [Lady appears at the Door, 

Court, Madam, this Honour done your worthleſs Servant | 


Enter Sylviae 


Sylv, Oh, my dear Heart, I had forgot my Wages. | Pray Courtee, kiſs me 
before I go. 

Court, Confound her, Come again ! Oh, my Love !_ I have made hard ſhift 
tocrawl to the Door here. 

Sylv. Who's that behind you? 

Conrt. Nothing but a Page; come to know if I wanted any thing. APlague 
of her Hawks eyes |— 

Sylv.. Gud b*w'y my deareſt Love. 

Court. Gud b'w'y my Joy. 

- 'Sylv. Nay, give me another. _ B*w'y Comrtee. 

Conrt. B'w'y Sylvee— So, is ſhe gone again ?— The Devil take me, if thou 
interrupteſt me any more. [Locks the Door a ber. 

| Fater Lady. 


- Lady. Is that your Lady, Sir > 

Court. Yes 3 but I hope you'll not think the worſe of me, pretty; One, for 
keeping a Wife Company pow and then, for want of better. 

Lady. Can you be ſo kind, .Sir, -not to forget me ? Do you remember me 
ſiJl, Captain ? 

Court. Remember thee, Child } Is, it poſſiblefor that Face to be ever blotted 
out of my Memory !— Though, the Depil cat me, if eyer I ſaw it before, to 
che beſt of my knowledge. 

Lady. Whete is your Lady gone Sir? | 
Comm To Grubb-ſtreet, Jewel, for ſome $ Specimen Vites 
Lady. Specimen Vite, Six | Oh gear, what's that? By 
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Court.. Oh, come but quietly into the next Room, and'Fwill ſhew thee what 

Specimen vite is preſently. © | ets 2 214 Fees 

' Lady.” You may, perhaps think ftrange of this freedom T take with you; Sir. 

Corrt. Not in the leaſt, Child 3 it ſhews thy Generolity.—'I love her now," 
for underſtanding her buſineſs, and coming cloſe to the matter quickly, *--. 

' Lady. But, Sir, preſuming on your 2xo1dam Favours to me, 'T'am come to 
beg your Advice in a matter of Law, which 1am at preſent involv'd it: and if 
you pleaſe | | : "a 

"Court, To retire a little in private ? Oh, thou could not have pick'd 
out ſuch another Man for thy purpoſe : I am, may be, the beſt Lawyer in the 
World for Chamber-practice, And if I do not find out the Merits of thy Cauſe. 
as foon as ———— | | Dy 9 

Lady. Really, you are ſo good natur'd ———— par | 

* Court. Grubb-ſtreet and Specimen Vite, quotha! He that has the Palpitation 
of the Heart, and an Armful of this won't cure him, let him die upon a Dung- 

| hill, and be buricd in a Ditch, I fay—— This is the rareſt Adventure, 
- ; [ Exexnt Courtine and the Lady, 


7? 


The SCENE changes to a Bed-Chamber. | 
Enter Beaugard in, as Dreſſing himelf. 


 Beaug. Azigho! Heigho ! Boy, Imp, where art thou ? 
"Dwarf. Here : Your pleaſure ? What's your pleaſure, Sir? 
Beaug.. What is't o' Clock, Boy ? 
Dwarf. Sir» in your World, by Computation, I gueſs it may be Afternoon. 
*Beang.” A very pretty little Raſcal, this; and a very extraordinary way of 
Proceeding, I am treated _withal here : I have been abed, *tis true, but the De- 
vil a wink of ſound Relt came near my Scnſes all the while 3 but broken Slum- 
bers, Dreams, Starts, and ſprawling from! one-fide to the other, in hopes the 
fair Unknown that keeps this Caftle might have been fo good natur'd to have 
given a Stranger a Vitic.. This can be no leſs than ſome Romantick dehign of 
the little Fairy.” that threatned ſhe would cheat the Widow of me:— Now will 
T, for once, if ſhe does attempt me, -put on that monſtrous Vertue, called Self- 
denial, and be damnably conſiant. What, Muſick again ! This is a merry 
Region, I'll ſay that for it, where ever it be, Boy ! 
Dwarf. Did you-call, Sir? _ | | | 
Beaug. My GCloaths, Monſter; my Veftments : I hate a Diſ-habilice mortal- 
ly : I long to be rigg'd, that I may be fit for Action, if Occaftion ſhofld pre- 


ſcat it (clt. | | Dwarf dreſſes bim. 
| | A.SONG. | 
© 1h Be 7 1:0% T1 
Welcom Mortal to this place, Floods of Foy abont thee roul, * 
Where ſmiling Fate did ſend thee : - And flow in endleſs meaſure. 
Snatch thy happy Minutes, 4s they paſs 3 | Dip thy Wiſhes deep, and fill thy Soul 
' _ Who knows bow few attend #bze ! * With Dranghts of every Pleaſyre. 
s 5: F:. | Feaſt 
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: Bo. « yy | a 4. 2 ny - ; 
| Feaſt thy Heart with Love's Defire, ' Por, fince Life's a ſlippery Gueſt, 
© 1 Thy Eyes with Beauties Charms : | Whoſe Flight can't be prevented; _ 
With Imaginations fan the Fire. Treat it, whilſt it ſtays bere, with the bit, 
Then ſtifle it in thy Arms. And then "twill go contented. 


Ave Come you that attend on our Goddeſſes Will, 
| And fprinkle the Ground 
With Perfumes around 1 ; 
Shery him your Duty, and ſhew us your Skill. 


Enter: foxr Black, Women, that dance to the ſame Meaſure of the Song, 
| and ſprinkle Sweets. | 


Circle bim with Charms, 
gnd raiſe in by Heart 
Such Alarms, 
As Cupid ne er wrought by the Pow'r of bis Dart. 


They dance round him. 


Fill all bis Veins with a tender defire, 

And then (pew a Beauty to fet 'em a fire 5- 

Till kind panting Breaſts to bis Wound ſhe apply, 

Then on thoſe white Pillows of Love let him die, 
-18 . [ The Dance ends. 


Beaug. Faith, and with all my heart 3 for I am weary of the lingring Dif- 
eaſe, .and log to taſte my Mortality moſt mightily. Hah ! A Banquet coo, 
uſher'd in by a couple of Crpids ! Pretty innocent Contri- {Two Cupids rn ip 
vance ! Well, here's no fear of ftarving, that's one comfort. ds Table furniſh*d. 
Now, my dear Muſicians, would-ye be but as good as your word, and ſhew 

| me the Beauty you have fo prepared me for f— But then, my Widow ! my 

; Dear, Generous, Noble-hearted Widow !\She that loves Liberty as I do, * She 
that defies Matrimony as I do too. Shall I turn Recreant, and be falſe toher * 

Ah Dardevil!, Dardevill ! How I want thee to help me out in this Caſe of 
Confcicnce a little ! | 5, | 

oi Rat bro Enter Dardevill. 


Dard."Beaugard, Where art thou * | : 
Beang. Ah dear Damnation ! F was juſt now heartily wiſhing for thee. 
Dard. Snch; News Such Tidings ! Such a Diſcovery ! 

Beaug. Hah | What's the matter, Man ?— bd "<4 , | 
Dard. Only fix and fifty Virgins piece for us, that*s all; pretty little bluſh- 
ing opening Buds, you Rogue, that never had ſo much as a blaſt of Maſculine 
Breath upon them yet.- What's here ? ' A Banquet ready * Nay, thenFam 


ſatisfied. Never were Heroes {o inchanted' as we arc. 


Beang. 


i x : G wy RE 2 C- . An 
Tie ATH EIST ; "or, 
But where re the Virgins, Dardevill ? the Vir ins ! bn. 
Do There's ha es '* Child 3” only one 5 — but. hs a one, wy 
Souldier— Sa | | | 
© Beang, Is there but one then? - | 7 
Dard. That's no matter, Man. I'll be contented tit thou haſt done with 
| Her": I hate a new Conveniency that was never practiſed upon 3 *tis ike a new 
Shooe that was never worn, wrings and hurts ones Foot baſcly and ſcurvily. 
I - my eaſe, I A 
But is ſhe: very Lovely ? 
Dad Such a Swinger; you Dog ! hel make thy Heart bound like a Ten- 
nis : Ball OE fight of her : with a Majeſtick ſtately Shape and Motion. 
_- el - 
. A Lovely, Angelical, Commanding Face. 

ning By Heavens. 

Dard. With two Triumphant, Rolling, Murdering Eyes, that ſweer at you 
ev*ry time you look upon her. 

Feng. Stand off; ſtand off, I ſay 3 ſhe's mine this Minute,” Burt then again, 
my Widow !— Hah !— Mask'd too when the Devil ſhalll fee a Woman with 

| her own natural Face again ? Madam-—.. . 

Lady. Be pleas'd, Sir, to repoſe your ſelf a little 3 there is a ſmall Account, 
Sir, to be adjuſted 'betwixt you and 1I;. . Where are'my Servants? Who is it 
waits there ? { Several, Men Vizarded, and Arm'd, appear at the Doors. 

Beaug. What the. Devil can be the meaning, of this now ? I am; not to be 
murdered, I hope, aftcr all chis Ceremony an Preparation. | 

. Dard. Murder'd, in the Devil's Name? Here is great fear of being mur- 
Yer, truly. 
| Laty.: Come Sir, fit down Sir. ens th 

Beang. Madam, Tl obey: you,, __, 

Lady. I doubt not, Sir, but, fince your coming hither, 

You are much ſurpris'd, and wonder at your Treatment. _ 
» Bas So, now the Fardle's opened, we ſhall (ee TM is in it. 
Pegs Madam, *t has been ſo yery higbly gc Eg 
That Pla are-prepar'd with Complements is pay me for ke. 
But; hh 
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Coyn's Adulterate and Baſe : 
I muſt wk CY Dealing from your Heart. ..._ 
Dard. Swear to her, ſwear to her a little, Man pour out a Buſhel of dats 
upon her inftantly : Swear, ſwear, if thou wilt do any good upon her. - 
4p. I know my Rival. 

g- Ay, *tis ſo, juſt fo, juſt as 1 thonghe, my poor widow will run a 
Jamal hazard of loſing this ſweet Perſon of -mine, if I do not-take abun- 
dance of care in the buſineſs. Here are Rogues on cach hand, with Blunder- 
gar too : I ſhall be raviſh'd. 

She, by her Arts,', - , 

And Thr good fottune to have firſt attcimpted i it, 

] know, .'s poſſcls'd already of your Heart. 

But know too, I'm a Woman loath Refuſal, 

Scoraful Refuſal 


Darg. 
'4 
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Dari. Swear to her, 1 tell thee : That ever 2: Fellow n ou os all this | 
time for an inſignificant Oath or two! - 
Lady. Or, it my Fortune, 
Which is not "deſpicable, -prove'too! weik. 
An Argument to tell you I deſerve you 3 
Yet I have this to boaſt, I n&er conceald my (el, 
Either forShame or Ends but rather choſe 
To run the-Riſque of being deny*d your Love, 
Than win it by baſe Artifice and PraQtices. 
be think ons Six? — 


= Pm:moſt miſcrable, 
Unleſs ' 
. Lady. Your Widow Porcts, Sir, your Widow. 
Beang. Madam, I muſt confeſs —— 
Lady. Well: 
Beaug. That I love her, and will for eve, — 
Lady. Death ! Do'you confeſs it too ?- 
« See you'not here your (elf within my power, 
And dare you till confeſs you love that Creatnre ? 
Thus far. Pye kept my Word, T've croſs'd her Stratagems. 
You are here my Pris'ner, and by what is paſt, . 
Ton t to think me capable of more. _- 
| If this Fellow ok but ſear a little, all this might be reQtifi? d. 
Waders, tomy own knowledge— 
.. Fool, ftand off, _ 
Fm ſenfible that you are the lovdica Creature 
. My Eyes &er gaz'd on, but— ——— 
Lady. But what —— 
Beaug. I'm ſure 
You'ld your {e1f ſcorn, nor. think me —_ your Heart, 
Could Lbe fairhlefs, could I be unconſtant. 
Pity me; fair One 3 yet, methinks this Hand — 
Lady. Should ſend a Dagger to thy ungrateful Heart, 
By Heav? s FI never bear it—— 
'Beang. am! 
Dard. Madam, 
Could you but Ha ſome favour on your Servant. 
Lady. By all the fury in a Woman's Heart, 
Pll be reveng'd on his. Make ready, Slaves, 
To do your Office—— 
Dard. Madam— 


Beang. Look you, Madam, your Ladyſhip may do your pleaſure 3 you may 
command half a dozen of Bullets through my Pericraninm, if you have a mind. 
. to have your Beauty ſpoke well of by the Criticks of Holborn, that once a 
Month ſwarm at their Windows to ſpy handfom Faces : Upon that confide- 
ration you may murder a poor conſtant Monſter if Fo ou pleaſe, — 


Lady. 
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hy ROW: Still am T'(c6rn'd than,” 

Beaug. Would you kill me barbarouſly ? 

Sure thoſe ſweet Eyes could not ſee ſuch a Sight, 

Lady, No, take your Life, and with*c this farisfaRtion z 

_ Porcia (corns you, as much as you do me : * * 
And, till thou ſueſt upon thy humble Knces, 
To me for Pity, Porcia ſhall deſpiſe thee. 

Beaug. Madain, I ſwear! 

Lady. No more. 

Beang., By all tnoſe Beauties. RE oed, vo | 

Lady. Be gon?, for cver fly this Ahh!— Squeaky. 


_, Enter Courtin.. 


Court, Death, Damnation, Devils! How came I kicker! Budigalld 1 | ER 
Beaug- Friend Courtine ! Speak Man : What's the matter ? cer 
Eaurt, Damnation ! Jilted, choius'd, betrayed !- 


4 


| _ ., Eiter Woman. . .. 7 
Woem. A Midwife ! Run for'4 iſidwit, xa for OW good Woman: 
Oh Madam, an Accident. | IN F A eg 
Beaug. A Midwife!.  .. | Es po Oe: wy ILY 
Lady. Heavens! a Midwife? © REED [Ex# Lady. 


Court. Yes, Friend, a Midwife. T am _ Mey $7 Yi A oOuthr L 
had been in private here, i in this Houſe, with. acjvhl Perſon''of opd:;Reputati+ 
en, and it proves a damn'd crappantiing Strutapet,” 'JuR* in Fore middle of all 
our good Underſtanding together, ſhe terches. . gr Shreik, and roars out for 
- - = The Drab is full gone with Baſtard, and Gwcars L am-the Cater 
of it. 

Beang. A very great happtiitls, taks my Word" for't, "Friend 5 "Children 
bring a great Honour with them, Comrtine;: b(Y may "OW, up to be.2, Comfort 
to thee in thy old Age, Man. -_ 

Dar. Oh, Your Olive Branches are tab Bleſſings, the Gift py Heas 
ven. I love to ſee Poltcrity go forward, and Families inczeale, with al My 
heart, 

Court, Let me be hang*d and quarter'd,, Gentlemen, if ever. I (et; Ever a the 
Harlot in my life before. My ſweet Wite, with a FYX, to, her brought. MC ither, 

Beaug. Why, Is thy Wife in London + | 

Court. Yes, Hell confound her ! the has bunt me Fr 6/8 up to Town 
fciz*d upon me this Morning, and _— me hither, where it keGmng ſhe lay 
all the laſt night, 

Dard. Why then, for ought 1 know, we. may be nin crichanted. | 

Beaug., lam glad to.h-ar that, with all my-heart, : Is ſhe in the Houſe ? 

Court. No; I was forced co © hiterfeit {i cknels, *t4ll 1 was en ſick indeed, 
to get rid of hcr, upon pretence of, going to my Phyſitian, in the Devil's name, 
that this contounded Bulkcr, with her Gus full of Baltard, and 1 might con- 

{ole 


- 
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ſole together for half an hour 3, and I am ſweetly! fitted with A: Concubin:» 
that's the truth on't. | 

| Bearg. This COMmes of your Whoriog, Condtinds c you had kept me compa- 
ny»and liv'd vertuouſly, none of this had happered'to you now, -But you mult 
be wandring : No reaſonable i iniquity. will ſerve your-turn., Ry 


.f Enter Lady. 
Lady. Ha,ha,ha! Well, vn = Cannain Commeine, you arc ee the happieſt 'e 
tleman! Yonder's the finefi chopping Boy. for you., Why,it will be able to carry 
-a Muſquet in your Company within this Fortnight. And: then, I arm fo obli- 
ged to you for bringing the Lady tolye in at my Houſe, that if your Wife will 
do me the honour, Þ ll take it for.a; favour to Rtand/for Godmother with her. 
Court. And, Madam, 'to return your Complement, I wiſh with all my heart 
you were pregnant with a Litter of nine ſuch chopping Boys, *upon condition 
that were bound to be Godfather to the whole Kennel —— Confound your: 
being witty,” with a Plague toyou. [Afide. 
Beaug. That' O _— courſe though, Friend, tas. Lady that? og {iyil to 
YOUs.; 


Enter Frau Maids of the Family, one with the Child. .* 


1. Maid. See Femy, Yon's the Man 3. that, that's the Father. 

2. Maid. Vl ſwear it is a proper perſon. 

3. Maid. Oh: Sir, Heavens, bleſs-you, you're.the bappick M Man! Hered is my 
young Maſter, as like, you as if you had, boxe it your ſelf. 6 

' 1, Maid, What a pretty little Noſe it has ! 

2. Maid. And.juſt its Father's. Eyes for all.the World. -; 

1. Maid, It would never grieve a Body to have a Child by bach a, ka 
Gentleman. 

Court. Ye, Whores ! ye, Drabs !.ye fulſom, Ginking Whores ! Cluſters &« . 
Poxes on ye, and no Hoſpitals pity ye !— Confound ye, leave me.  _ 

Beaug., Fye upon it, Courtine 3 tye for ſhame: give — to the Nurſe, 
Man 3 chat's burciyil.. (PERS _ 


4 Eater Sylvia | ns F- « : 7 I > Y 
Sy A Butard! Death aBaſtard | Under my! Noſe too! Where 5 the vile 


hateful Monſter ? Sr 50) nas Hl 
Beaug. Have patience, qe — or Fi 
$ylv. Falſe, loathſom Traytor. . . > - We 
Court, Now my Joy's-compleated. '- +. 
Sylv. Let me come at him, let me 20. 
Court, Hold her faft, Friend, if thou loveſt me, : , ...: 
Sylv, Thou Devil!—— Thou — Fel pj W reh) Then 
Husband-! Look in my, Face. .,. :- - .- Rk 
Court, Well — X | | 
Syls. -Did'I &er deſerve this ? | 
Degenerate Brute ! Thou, only in Falſhood, Man. % . 
has! H 2 hain fn 


; 
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Thou rampant Goat abroad; and'Drone at home, if 1 
Court. ( Sings ) Like a Dog with a Bottle, &c. I 
- Sylv. Thou perfet Yoke-fellow'! Thou heavy Ox; 
That want'ſt-a Goad to make thee know thy firength !: 
Death, Eicads and Torments ! T:could dig thoſe Eyes out !' 
I'll bear't no lager : Bedlam !. Bedfaus 3 ! Bedlam'!. Court. figs; and? 
| dances a Figg.. 


$ylo, No more ! Pl! tay no more to be his Triumphs,. 
Be warn'd by me, ye Virgins that are bleſt 
With your firſt native Freedom . let no Oaths - 
Of perjur'd Mankind-wooe ye to your Ruin. | 
But when a creeping; fawning, weeping Crocodile. 
Moans at your feet; remember then my FalF: 
And when for pity moſt his Fears implore, | 
Like me; your Vertue'to'your Hearts:recall 3. 
Reſolve to ſcorn, and never-ſee him more. . 
| Court, With all my heart, thou dear, e7A Wife and Plague. 
. Methinks a very pitiful Caſe; this, Madam. 
| Las. Tf your, Widow were but here, Sir, now, ſhe might fairly ſee what: 
ſhe is like to truſt to... © © wh __ the Sham Scene... 


[Exit Sylvia... 


+ Enter a Woman and Dardevil: 


© Wann, Oh Madatti; Madain! What will become'of us all ? 
Ledy. Become of us, Woman * 'Prichee, what's the matter ? are we in any: 


| danger ?: 


Dord. Only your Brother in Law,” Madam, and his Friend; with about a do-- 
zen Armed Men more, Madam :;:.that's all the matter, Madam: | 

Lady. My Brother in Law !- 

Dard.:/ Yes, your Brother in Law, Lady, ow your Name be Poreta : ſuch a : 
one they ask for: *'-" 

Beang... Porcia ! * | (OR | 

Court, Yes, © Va 1 Irould ave told 1 you. ſhe was Pareis before. 

Poreide: "Tis but too true, Sir 3 'my-unhappyName:is-Porcia. 

Beaug- Porcia, my Widow |! wy, dear. lovely. Widow! What an ill nary '>4 
txick;was this Concealment!* © -- | 

Parcia. .Though, Sir, you.never- "ln my- Face before, 
If .naw-youthink.it worth. your leaſt Regard,” 
ProteR me:3 for I dread:my Brother's Fury, 


_ Eyinworſe than Matrimony. . Here, Sir, | yield my" TY 4 


yours for ever... | 
Reawg... And.ſha)l I claim thee'?>-/ L « wy 
* Porcja.. From. this Hour; for ever. © 
' Beavg. And, by this happy Hour, I'll ho thee mine then 
? Ma, thy.ſclf.in,the next private Cloſer... Is I 8 
Peace to.thy Heart, ppor Widows. [Exit Poreia... 
Wires but Arms: a | Þ | RE 
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Dard. Thoſe I've provided for you. 

 F found our Swords in a certain private Cornerthat ſhall be nameleſs, where I 
was propofing ſome civil Familiaritics to the Lady. Governeſs of the Family, 
juſt-as the Bluſterers entred. | 

Beang. Are they in the Houſe, then ? - | ; 

D I Yes, and have bound the Servants too 3 -the hungry Rogues were all 
ſurpris'd at Dinner-3- youll hear more of them preſently, ll warrant you. 

Court. Stand to your Arms, Beaugard:; the Enemy's uporrus: 

Dard. We have had a Succeihion of very pretty Adventures here 3 firſt we 
are enchanted, then we are fiddled to ſleep, then we are fiddled up again: 
Then here's a Diſcovery of. a very fair Lady followed*by another, of a boun=. 
cing brown Baſtard ;-and whenwe might have thought all Fortunes Tricks had 
been over, : wearcina very fairway at laſt of having our-Throats cut : But Pll 
ſecure one life that ſhall be my care. —— [ Ir ftealing off. 

Beaug- Dog, ſtay:and fight, or, by Heaven, ll rip.your Heart our. . 

Dard: W<cll then, if I muſt fight I muſt : What a Pox, I have two-good Se-- 
conds o* my. fide3 and that has ſav'd .many a Cowards Credit before now. 

[ Noiſe within. . 

Theod, Break open the Door there, force the Paſſage, down wyth it. 


Enter Theodoret, Gratian and Father. . 


Beraug, Well Gentlemen, what farther ? What means this Violence here ? © 

Theod. I hope, Sir, that's no Secret, when you ſee who we are. - 

Fath. We come, Sir, to demand a Lady, Sir 3 one Porcia. . . 

Beaug. How's that, ' my Father! | 

Fath. Father me no Fathers : I am none-of thy Father, Fcllow 3 but I am-+ 
theſe Gentlemens Friend here, — Now; Atheiſt, will I murder thee. . 

Dard, Oh Law'd !. 

Fath. Fack, ack; Jack! Come hither - Fack; a word with'-thee, Jak: 
Give me a hundred Pieces now. and Tl! be of thy fide .Fack and help thee to 
beat off. theſe impudent Fellows., Gentlemen, I cannot but own. to you that 
this is my Son,— | | | 

Beawg. Sir, were you nick'd to your Shirt, I would not part witha ſingle. 
Shilling, Sir. | 

Fath. Though,. if he were my Son. ten. thouſand times, in-fuch a Cauſe as- 
yours, Pd draw .my Sword againſt him... Draws. . 

Beaug. You may remember, Gentlemen, a Challenge. . | 

Grat. Which you forgot, Sir, 

Court, Hah ! 'A Challenge, Beaugard ?- 

Beaug, T'1l: tell thee more hereafter... To ſhew you TI ha* not forgot it, the 
Lady you thus perſecute js now under my Protection, and with.-my Sword 11 : 
keep her ſo.” [ Draws. . 


Court, If we don't, may my Wife get the better of me, and.wear.mine for a : 


Bodkin.- | 
Theod.' Come on-then, Sir. . 
Beang. For the Lady. 

Erat.. 
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Gras, For my Honour, | 
Comrt. And for my-Friend, Sir. ; 
' Dard. Old Brimſione-Beard, have at thee. CF ioht. The reſt of The- 
Court. Baſe Traycors * | Odds ! odore*s Party fall in. 
Bang. Confound *em, thruſt. - [ Beaugard and Courtine driven 
Dard. Oh,*1 am ſlain ! My Maw runs out : What will become of me! Oh! 
| | w, [Gratian and:Dardevil fall. - 


Enter: Theodoret. - 


»Theod, Secure that Paſſage now :— How fares my Friend + ? 
Grat. Pax wounded : ſend for a Chyrurgion quickly, forT bleed auch. 
Theod. 'Look to your Maſter, Sirrah 3 :and> you, Fellow, be cxxcful of this 
Beaſt here. . 
Dard. Oh, a Parſon! a Parſon! dear Sir, a Parſon! : - Some pious good:Di- 
vine, if you have any Charity. | : 


" Father with Porcla. 


Fath. Here, here ſhe is : 1 ha? ot her tor you 3 let me - alone for ferreting a 
Female*s Quarters out.  - | 
F Sang I'd have you, Sir, take care for your Security : There's miſchief 

* EE . 

Fath. The more miſchief the better 3 thou ſhalt find me no Flinchr Boy : 

ere, here 3 make ſure of her. 

' Porcia, Inhumane Tyrant ! Why amT abis'd thus 2. Help! Murder! Help 

'Theod. None of your Tricks no Cries, no Shricks for Succour : 

By Hell, here's that ſhall filence you for cver. 
Thou Woman ! Thou young, itching, wanton Devil ! 


- Flyco baſe Cellsof Luft! Give up thy Vertue, 


Diſgrace thy Name, and friumph ev*n in Tafamy. 
On what a tott'zing Point his Honour ſtands, . 
That truſts the Treaſure i in ſuch laviſh hands. 


_ 


| End of the Fourth ACT. 


YNLIM 
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Exter Lucrece in Man's C laths, and Chioris. 


Lucr, | Thr this gay minute Fatieivel Love and Doating : IT have ſhook the 
lazy, ſtretching, wiſhing Folly out of my Blood, and now my wan- 
dring Heart is at home again. Let me ſee; I have a hundred and a hundred 
times wiſh'd my felf a Man; and now, in outward appearance, Iam a very 
Fellow 3 nay, a very pretty Fellow : for, methinks Foppery, Impertinence, 
Selt-conceit, and other Maſculine Qualities grow upon me ſtrangely. Oh, 
Miſchief, Miſchief, Miſchicf ! thow art a very [weet Employment : — But Op- 
portunity ! Bewitching, Lovely, Omnipotent O—_ How ſhall I come 
at thee ? Chloris ! 

Chloris.. Madam. 

Lucr, Give me my Sword. Y 

Cblor. Here Madam : Bleſs us, What will your Ladyſhip do with your ſelf 
in this Equipage ! 

Lucr. Ladyſhip, Huzzy ! take notice from this important Moment, I am no 
more your Miftreſs 3 but that Imperial Creature, your Maſter : and therefore 
know too, I will have my Foeminine Habiliments burnt inſtantly, and an Ope- 
rator ſent for to make me a Beard grow. 1 will learn to Ride, Fence, Vault, 
and make Fortifications- in Dirt-Pyes : Nay, if the humour hold, ll go Vo- 
luntier into Germany againſt the Twrk, 

Chlor. But what will be the end of all this, Madam ? 

Lucr. Why, if I go into the War, I ſhall have the privilege, when I return 
hone, to talk of Marches, Battels and Sieges, which I never was at, nor un- - 
derſtand any more than the Fools I tell my (tory to. If I ſlay at home, with 
the privilege of good Cloaths, Pertneſs and much Simplicity, will I ſet up-for 
a Spark, grow familiar at IWhite- Hall, and impudent with ſome great Man 


| there or another 3 run in Debt with a high Hand, be terrible in cating Houles, 


and noily all over the Town. 

Chlor, A very hopeful Reſolution. 

Lucr. As thus : When I and another Spark meet 3 Dam me, Tack, fays I, 
What Times are there ſtirring ? What ready to be had ?. What Caravans have 
you met wich, or what Looſe lately managed ? You Rogue, you. look very 
high upon the Huckle. 

Chlor. Well Madam 3 But what will all this Gibberiſh ſigoitie 7 > 

Lucr, Signifie, you Fool ! why what it lignities already3 Wit, Courage, 
Martial Diſcipline, Intereſt at Court, Pretence to Preterment, -Free Quarters 
in my Lodgings, and Free Booty in every Cuckold's Shop, who ſhall truſt me 
againſt his palpable knowledge, that I'm not worth a Groat 3 and nevex have 

the Impudence to hope to be paid. 


Chlor. And muſt your Honour have a Miſtxeſs too ? 
L WT 
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Lucr. Yes Huzzy, and you ſhall be ſerviceable to me in the matter : I'll have 
a Doxy this very. Night 3 I have ſingled her out already 3 Comrtin's Wife, that 
- jealous, raging, inſatiable 'Help-meetiof the-Caprains ſhall be my Ducinea del 
.Toboſo. She's in Love with me already, that's my comfort : asT paſſed through 
the Hall juſt now, ſhe coming into the Houſe tp pay a Viſit to the Widow Par- 
cia, (who, by the way, is as wicked as my ſelf, and my great Councellor in 
this noble Proje&) we met : 1, you muſt know, bow'd very refpeQtully 3 ſhe 
taking me fora Stranger, Curt*ly'd as low 3 and viewing me ſtrictly leer'd at 
me, as if that Minute ſhe took Aim at my Heart, and deligned me: for her 
Quarry. | : | 
 Chlor. But, Madam, ſhe knows, and muſt diſcover you. . 
-Lucr, Thou art a fool : ſhe never ſaw me till yeſterday inher life-time, then 
too diſguiſed : So that if I do not practiſe on her frailty, and by that means 
tind a way to revenge my ſelf on that Vizard-monger Beangard, may I be con- 
demn'd.to wear Breeches as long as live, and never know more than the pre- 
{ent-uſe il make of them. . 
- Cblor. Hiſt Madam, ſhe's returning, 


Enter Sylvia 


Lacr. Huſh then: now my Cauſe is coming:on, and have at her. 

Sylv. Sweet-heart, pray oblige me ſo far to ſhew me the way to the Gar- 
dens-3 I come to pay a Vific to Madam Porcia,.and am informed ſhe's gone there 
for the Air— A-very handſom Youth ITY: 1 

.Chlor. Madam, this young Gentleman here is comethither on the ſame kind 
Errand with your Ladyſhip, and waits till her Return. 

Lycr. But, Madam, the good fortune of ſeeing you is a happineſs would re- 
compence the being diſappointed of all the Converſation of your Sex belides. 

Sylv. Indeed, Sir! | 
. mer. Yes indeed, Madam. 

© Sylv. Are you a Relation to this Family, Sir ? 

Lucr.. Madam, the greateſt Advantage I hope from the Family is, henceforth 
to haveoftner the Honour of kiſling your fair Hands here : It is an Opportunity 
I ſhould make no Ungentlemanly uſe of. | 

Sylv. Opportunity, Sir? | 
| _ Luer, Yes, Opportunity Madam : T am not aſhamed to mention ſo honeſt a 

Friend as Opportunity, to one that, by her Years and Beauty, ſhould not, me- 
_ thinks, be a mortal Foe to Opportunity. 

' Sylv. Do you know me, Sir? | | 

Lucr. Why, Madam 3 do I treat you like a Stranger ? Know you, by this 
good Hour, there has not been a Day or Night ſince I firſt ſaw you, that I 
have thought or dreamt of any thing elſe. Are no? you the Wite of a certain 
ſwaggering Squire about this Town, who calls himſelf Captain Cowrtine ? 

'Sylv. Yes Sir 3 ſuch a Friend in a Corner I have, Sirz and what have you to 
fay to him, Sir ? Il ſwear, a very handſom Youth fill, Wy 

Lucr. What, Madam! what I have to ſay to you, rather than loſe you, I would 
fay to him : which is, that I like you, love you, languiſh for you 3 and would, 
with all my Heart, Blood, Spirit and Fleſh, 1  S$ylv. 
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F "gk ſwear, Sir, T am mightily obliged to you, and fo is Mr. Comrtines © 
a, ha, ha! | 
Lacr, Mr. Conrtine ! Take notice, Madam, Treceive that Expreſſion as kind- © 
ly as.if you had called him what I with him : for, pretty one, if my Intelli- 
gence be true, he lives with-your-Ladyſhip as'much-like Mr. Conrtine, as much - 
like a Gentleman—— . p EAA 
Sylv, Sir! | 
Lucr, Madam! | 
+ Sylv. Oh Gaud! he's very handſom. | | 
Lucr, Shall we walk in theſe Gardens anon, for I have the privilege of a 
Key that opens into the Fields : The Moon ſhines too. | 
Sylv. Between Ten and Eleven'does the Moon ſhine ? 
Lxcr. As bright as any thing but your (elf. - 
Sylv. But you'll tell, young Gentleman. 
Lucr, Only you how I love you. 
Sylv. Eleven's a late 'Hours 
Lucr. Not too late. 
| Sylv. Indeed ! 
Lucr.Take this, and my Word for it. | 
Sylv. Fye, how you uſe me, when you mean to forget me. 
£xcr, 'Huſh, no more Company's coming. Eleven. 
Sylv. Ten if you are kind enough. 
Lizer, Well ſaid, my chaſt Sex. 


- 


[ Kiſſes her. 


Enter Porcia. 


Porcia. Oh Coufin, art thou come ! Thou- art the welcomeſt Creature on 
the Earth 3 I have expeRed thee almoſt to deſpair for thefe three Hours, Oh, 
Sir ! your Servant. £ 

Lucr, Tam here, Madam, in order to your Commands. 

Sylv. Her Commands ! 

Porcis. Oh, Coulin, the prettieſt beſt natur'd Youth ! He is ſomething re- 
lated to us a great way off; and by that means has the privilege of Viſiting, 
without offence to my jealous Brother in Law, and Tyrannical Guardian. Have 
you contriv'd that buſmeſs ? : | 

Lucr. Madam, it is done- 

Sylv. Bus'neſs ! What BySneſs, Couſin ? 

Lord, Couſin, you ſeem concern'd at it. 

Porcia.. V'll tell thee : Seeing my ſelf here confin'd to the Rules and Limits 
of a very Priſon,I have reſolv*d to put as good a face upon the matter as it will 
bear, and make my misfortune as cafie as I can. Wherefore, fora little preſent 
diverfion.I have contrived a Letter in an unknown name, by this young Agent 
here, and convey'd it to thy lewd Husband,- with another in my own to Beau- 
gard 3 and ſent for thee, my Dear, to ſhare in the pleaſure of the Conſequence, 

Sylv. Ha, ha ha ! But what will be this Conſequence, Couſin ? 

Porcia. Twenty to one but it occaſions ſome new Alarm, and Divertiſement 
to my Jayloursz who are ſo very capricious, oy would fancy a Rat ne 

| [4 
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the Hangings for a concealed Lover. It may too,: by chance, produce me ſome 
lucky opportunity once more to make my Eſcape out of- their mercile(s Power. 
Nay, they are already half diſpoſed to run away themſelves 3 -for- by my Wo-- 
mans intereſt in the Chirurgeon, who has care of the ſwearing Atheiſtical Fel-- 
low, yeſticrday hurt in the ſcuflc, and afterwards conveyed hither, he gives it 
out, that he fears his Wounds may be mortal. Upon which, my Lover Gra- 
t4an (fighs, and turns. up his Eyes like a Godly Brother at Exerciſe. My Bro- 
ther Theodoret puffs, ſwells, grinds his Teeth,- and ſtamps as if he would brain 
himſelf againſi the next Wall ; while poor Beazgard's ne'er be good Father 
has, with pure fear, loſt a red Noſe that has been his faſt Friend for theſe 40 
years 3 and every time he ſees his Face in a Glaſs, fancies every Wrinkle there. 
has the ſhape of a Gibbet. 
Enter Phillis. 


Phill. Oh, my dear, dear Lady, what will become of us ! the moſt unhap- 
py Accident ! 
$ Porcia, Hah ! | | 
Phill. Indeed Madam, I could not poſſibly help it : T ha loft it. . 
Pircia.. Loſt it, loſt what ? What haſt thou loſt ? Would thou had loſt thy. 
ſelf; 'loſta Legoran Arm, orany. thing,. rather than have-put me in this fright. . 
| Speak, . what is the matter ? | X | 
[ ' © Phill. Oh, Madam, the Billet 3 Madam, the Billet... 
IR Lucr. ; "7 OO TEA! ; 
Sylv, q ow's this ? + | 
Porcia. What, the NoteI ſent to Beaugard *® : 
Phill. As-I hope to ſee you happy, Madam, I put it as faſt here between theſe 
two poor naked Breaſts-here; as.ever it could flick, ſo I did, when, juſt as 1 
” was going, forth, who ſhould meet me but the old, wicked, ranting, roaring . 
Gentleman that lies hid here for fear of hanging, would he had been well hang'd - 
a..Twelvemonth fince 3 and there he fella towzing, and a mowzing, and a 
meddling with me 3.I was never ſo afraid of being raviſh'd in my life, Gad he 
knows : So in the ſtruggle.I gueſs the Note was loſt trulyzthough,in my heart,l - 
wilh I-had been raviſh'd fix times over,.:rather than ſuch a misfortune had hap- - 
pened. : Nevertheleſs, I ha? done your bus'neſs for you, fol have. .- 
Porcia. Bus'neſs! what Bus'neſs ? Uglineſsand ill Reputation light on thee, . 
Thou haſt undone and ruin'd me for evar... 
Phill. Why, I have met with the Gaptain, and fold him- the whole'matter,. . 
azwell as if he-had read it-in the Letter himſelf. . He's but too Kind a Man to - 
and I too faithful a .Servant,ſo 1 am,to be-thus reviled and.curſed by. you, 
| | or all this... 
* | Porcia. What then did he ſay ? Fool, Beaft and: Blockhead 3' tell me. 
[-: Phill. Why, he ſaid, he'd die a thouſand and a thouſand times for:you, were . 
it.pofſible,fo he did-3 and that. that he will not eaf,drink or ſlcepytill he has (er 
| you at liberty, ſo he wo? not 5 and that he will be in the Carden before: Ten. . 
To Lucr. What's in this Caſe to be done, Madam ? + 
S Porcia. O deareſt Couſin, retire-if you love me 3 for, ſhould the Lords of my 
Liberty get any:notice_of, this Billet, and find a Man here,. notwithſtanding - 
| your 
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your Relation, who knows what ill uſage it may aggravate ! X 
Chamber, dear Lwcrece, &er the Storm comes upon us, [Aſides 
Lucr, I am all Obedience. 'Sweet Creature, - you'll remember ! [To Sylvia: 
Sylv. It is not poſſible to forget you, ſurely, | 
.Lacr. Bleffings on you for this Goodneſs, [ Kiſſes ber Hand, and Exit. 


Enter Theodoret-in a Rage. 


. Theod. Double Bar up all the Doors and 'Windows : Load all the Arms in 
the Houſe, and be. ready for Execution inſtantly, all of ye. By thoſe Devils 
that dance in-your gogling Eyes, Madam, I'll try if you have. given, your (clf 
over to Hell.ſo far, that-you can out at a Key-hole. 

Porcia, What means the great He Brute ? | 
Theod, To cut off your Intelligence, Lady, and make thee, cer 1 have done, 
to curſe thy Father and, Mother, that let thee learn to write. Sceſt thou this! 

thou irreclamable profligate Wretch ! :Fogh ! Send you the draggle-taild Mi- 
niſter of thy lewd Afﬀairs a hunting, full cry-about the Town, upon the rank 
Scent of a Brawny-back'd HeQtor ! By Heavens! the thought of -it makes me 
loath the Houſe, and fancy.it ſtinks of the foul Sins thou haſt imagined in it. 

Porcia. Thou barbarous, ill manner*d, worſe than Beaſt! Why am I abus'd 
thus? Why made a Priſoner too, at your ſawcy Will? Fetter'd up, and barr'd 
all Liberty and Converſe ? 

Theod. For the ſame reaſon other too hot blooded Females are'z becauſe, if 

poſſible, I would not have a good Breed ſpoil'd. . 

Porcia, What a Load of Dirt is the Thick-Skull.cram'd withall, if the Tongue 
were able to throw it out ! Tt 

Theod. Filchy,filthy, fulſom filthy! What, be a Doll-Common , follow the 

Camp ! How lovelily. would your fair Ladyſhip. look, mounted ypen a Bag- 
gage-Cart, preſiding over the reſt of the Captain's dirty Equipage! _ 

. Sylo, If any thing in the World would make me follow a Camp, it would 
be a. very ſtrong fancy I have, -that 1 ſhould never ſee you in one, Sir. 

Theod. Your Ladyſhip has reaſon to defend the Souldiers Cauſe : You have 
married one, as I take it, Madam. Ha, ha, ha. | 

Porcia. Hein a Camp! He has not Courage enough to animate half a Tay- 

Jor, nor good Nature enough to make a. Spaniel of, or Sence enough, if he 

were that Animal, to learn to fetch and carry, 

Theod; This will open no Locks, Lady. 

4 Porcia. But there are Inſtruments to be had, that will break open Locks, 

ir, 
' Theod, Will you pleaſe to retire ,- and conſider farther of that in your 

Chamber. 

Porcia, No, I'll not tir, Sir, : 

: Theod, Nay, by Heaven, . but you ſhall, Madam. 

 Sylv. Nay, by Heaven, but ſhe ſhall not, Sir. [Father at the Door. 

Theod. How ! 

Fath. By ove, and that's well faid, I'll Gand ftill a little, and ſee what's 


the matter. 
I 2 The od, 
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Theed. Do not drive me to uſe Violence. - 

Fath. How ! Violence to a faix Lady ! That's not 'fo well, neitlicr. . - 

Porcia, Heark you, Sir 3 my Jaylor, or my Hang-man 3 for which of the E 
two your Office will end-in, by your proceedings I cannot imagine ; do but 
touch me, or offer the leaſt force to compel me'to a cloſer Confinementz by 
this injur'd Heart, Fl! fire the Houſe about your Aﬀes Ears : I'll ſooner burn 
with you, to be reveng'd, than endure ſuch Inſolence and Torment any longer. 

Theod, Very well. 

Fath. I Gad, a brave Girl, a delicate Wench! How my Fingers itch to 
take her part now ! I have a Months mind to efpouſe her Quarrel, and make 
Friends with poor Facky again. Honeſt Fack'y ! *tis the bett natur'd Boy in 
the World, though I was fuch a Beaſt to tall out with him. 

Porcia. Inhumane, cruel Theodoret ! Why do you aflict me thus ?- Why do 
you force the Tears from my poor Eyes, and wrack a tender Heart that never 
wrong'd you ?— [ Weeps, 

Theed. For your Souls Health, Lady 3 and the Welfare of your waſting Re- 
Putation. A Poxo' your Whining | Come, to your Chamber, te your Prayer- 
'- Book and Repentance : Faſting and Humiliation will be good for you. To 

your Chamber. 

" _- Porcia, To my Grave firſts 
Theod. Nay then— Wha, hoa ! | Offers to lay hold of he. 
Porcia., Stand. off! Murder ! Cramps, Rheums and Palhies, wither thy 
unmanly Hands. - 
Theod. By Heav'n ! 
Porcia. You dare not do't. 
Theod.- Hah ! 
Sylvia. No Sir,you dare not do't, you dare not.- 
Theod. Avannt Paſs ! Confound me, but I ſhall be ſcratch'd here preſently 
for my patience. ; 
- Sylv. What an ill bred Camel *tis ! 
—= Fath. Nay, and what's more 3 you ſhall not do't, you ſhallnot; Sir. Holy: 

Is this the Iſſue of your honourable Pretenſions ? 

 Theod. Et tu Brute ! 

Fath. Brute, Brute! Brute me no Brutes Friend : Oonds I am a an, Fel>.- 
Tow; Battoons and Bilboes ! Brute !a Gentleman ! 

Theod. Your Pardon, Sir ! 

Sylv, Don't pardon him, -Sir. . 


Enter Gratian leaning on a Staff.” 


Grat, Oh, Friend ! : 
Theod. Poor Gratian. 
Grat. It ever we ought to do any thing for our Safety, let us now prepare, 
and look about us : I have made hard Chife to hobble hither, my Wound's 
2rown very troubleſom,- We are all loft. : 
Theod. I can fear nothing when-my Friend's ſo near me: 
Syv, Now.Coulin rebe], and force your Freedom nobly. . My 
Fath, 
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Fath. Jacky, I hope. Tacky at. the Head of Mirmidons, and declaring for 
his Property. - Look you, Gentlemenz I muſt confeſs, I have Remorlſe of 
Conſcience, and am ſenſible I have been a Rebel : wheretfore, if my Liege Son 
and Heir have recruited his Power, and be once more up in Arms, Loyalty and 
Natural Aﬀection, Friends, will work, I muſt pronounce for Prince Facky 3 
and here I reſolve to defend his Territories. [ Draws a broad Sword, 

Grat, If Prince Facky have Intereſt enough to get your Pardon for Murder, 
Sir, it will be your beſt way to cloſe with him 3. for, in ſhort, the Athciſt Dar- 
devill, your Antagoniſt, is dead Sir, 

Theod, Hah ! Dead! 

Fath. Dead ! 

Gratian. Yes dead, Sir. 

Sylv. So much the better. Porcia, let us run up to the Leads, and cty out 
Murder to the Streets this Moment. 

Fath. Then I find that I am but a ſhort liv'd Sinner 3 farewell for ever old 
Hock, Sherry, Nutmeg and Sugar, Seven and Eleven ; z Sink-Tray, and the 
Doublets ! Never comes better of rebleting againſt one's natural born Children. 
I ſhall be hanged one of theſe Sun-ſhiny Mornings, and a Ballad come out in 
the Afternoon to a lamentable Eighty cight Tune of the careful Son, and pro- 
digal Father. . Dead faid you, Sir. 

Grat. Or, at leaſt, cannot ſurvive half an Hour 3 therefore it is my Opinion 
that we inſtantly quit the Houſe, and provide all for our Safety. 

'Theod. Confuſion, Devils ! 

Porcia. Nay, Sir; ſtand faſt! dare but to open a Door, Sir 3 by Heav*n, that 
Moment I1L.alarm- the Town : you ſhall not think.to eſcape, recking with a 
poor Man's Blood, ſhed -in defence of me. .- 

Theod. Lady, no fooling. y 

Porcia. No Sir, no fooling. but now, Sir, do you to your Chamber, Sir, to 
your | Chamber 3 to your Prayer-Book and Repentance 3 Faſting and Humilia- | 
tion -will. be. good for. you; To your Chamber, Sir 3 as you tender your 
Neck, Sir. 

Theod. Damnation ' ! Unhand me !. p 

Porcia, I'll dye &er Fll unhold you. Think you ſo barb'rouſly to leave me 
here in the Houſe with a dead Wretch, and have the Puniſhment of his horrid 
Murder light on-my innocent Head. 

Theod. What do you reſolve to do, Sir ? 

Fath.. Do, Sir! What can I reſolve to do, Sir ? I have no means to hope 4 -:; 
eſcape, Sir: for, in the firft place, I have. no Money 3 and a Man that kills - 
another, without Money in his pocket, is.in-a very hopetul condition. In the 
next place, for a diſguiſe, I have no Cloaths but theſe you ſee on my Back 3 
, with this Tripe-Buff Belt here, which there is not a Confiable in the whole 
City but knows, and has had in his Cuſtody, Sword and all. Look you, Gentle- 
- men, -I have civilly kill'd, a Man for your Service 3 it you will reſolve, fairly 
. and ſquarely, to hang like Friends together, fo : It not, I mutiny 3 and the. 
word is, Diſcover the Plot, the old Boy muſt impeach, . 


Enter - 


& 
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Enter Roſard. 


Roſ. Oh, Sir! where are you ? | 
Grat. Well, Roſard 3; what's the News now? + | 
Rof; The Gentleman, Heav*n be thanked, is reviv'd again, Sir-z though the 
- Doctors ſay, ſuch another Fit will certainly carry him-off. The poor Crea- 
ture is very weak, but very-penitent. | 
.. Fath. In troth, and that's a very ill Symptom 3 therefore my Opinion is 
 ſill— I am for hanging all together. | 
- Theod. Heark you, old Ruſt ; you ſay you have no Money, wherefore, du- 
ring the preſent Interval, in the firſt place, becauſe I will have no Mutiny up- _ 
on this occaſion 3 in order to your Eſcape, there's Money ftor-you : in the next 
place, as you want Change of Rayment, here is the Key of a-ſmall Wardrobe, 
at the lower end of the Gallery-above, you'I find the Door to it : Equip your 
{&If, and provide for your Security, as'your beſt Diſcretion {hall dire& you. © 
Fath. Look you, Friend, - the ſooner the better 3 for, to tell you the truth, 
elſe I ſhall make but a ſcurvy matter of it at Tyburn Croſs 3 with a whining, 
ſnivling Account of breaking the Sabbath, and keeping ill Company. Where- 
fore, not being good at making Speeches, I will leave the-Opportunity to 
you, of ſhewing your politer Rhetorick, and ſave a Member of the Common- 


wealth. —— There's no great harm in Murder, when it brings a Man 
Money. | ' | Aſide, and Exit. 


Porcia. And now, my Tyrant Brother, I hope weſtand on even Terms. 

Theod. No, Lady, not yet : There's Life return'd, and therefore hopes ſiill, 
though, at preſent, in ſome meaſure to comply with you, and eaſe your Ap- 
prehenſions, within the Limits of the Houſe and Gardens you are at your Lf- 
berty, 'but no farther this Night : And, for your ampler fatisfaction , if I 
Have any Midnight Alarms from your Correſpondent abroad,there's Entertain= 
ment ready for Pim, which he may not be very fond of 3- ſo Good Night, it is 
almoſt Ten. Who waits ? What hoa , be ready there, Come Gratian, FU 
{ce you to your Repoſe, and then to my Poſt of Guard. | 

Porcia. Ten ! That was the Hour, Phillis, Beawugard mentioned 3 was it not ? 

Phill. It was, Madam, | | | 
Pore, Be ready then, all ye propitious Powers, that ſmile on faithful Love'; 
Wait, like. kind Angels, on him 3 Eſtabliſh Conqueſt in his able Hand, and 
Kindneſs in his Heart. Oh, Sylvia ! 

Sylv, You are tranſported, Couſin! 

Porc. With hopes of Liberty I am indeed : it is-an Engliſh Woman's natu- 
ral Right, *Do not our Fathers, Brothers and Kinſmen often, upon pretence 
of it, bid fair for Rebellion againſt their Soveraign 3- And why oughtnot we, 
by their Example, to rebel as plaufibly againſt them ? 

$y:v. Moſt edifying Doctrine this is, truly. [ 4 Whiſtle-withont. 

Porcia, The Sign! Heark, the Sign! Phillis, heard you nothing ? | Whiſtle again. 
*Tis there again 3 he's true, and | am happy. Sylvia, let us retire our (elves 3 
you know your old Apartment, for pretious miſchief will be ſoon on foot 3 


and Action worthy Love's great Cauſe Thy. Husband too, may —_ co 
| | ve 
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have his ſhare in-the busneſs 3 and, as I have order'd Matters, meet ſome- 
thing in the Adventure, to mortifie his roving Humour, and reconcile him 
to his Duty and Allegiance —— Heark : | Phiſtle again. 
There, *tis once more a Summons to the Citadel to furrender. This ſhall, in 
after Story, be call'd, Captain Beaxgard's beſieging of the Widow. - 

Which, as *tis laid ſure, with Succeſs muſt end, 


Since Juſtice does his Enterprize attend* 
Without, and powerful Love within's his Friend. 


S.CE N-E changed to Fields on the Back-ſide of a Garden. 
Ezter Beaugard, with « Party. - 


Beaug. Hold, ſtand faſt; I have juſt now receiv'd Intelligence over the Gar- 
den-Wall, that our deſign has taken air, and there will be no ealie Entrance, 
1. Man. Ah Captain 3 the time has been, when, 'under your Gommand, 
we {ſhould have had no nced of a Council of War for the attacking ſuch a For- 
_ tification as this is. 
Beaug. Peace Plunder, Peace you Rogue 3 no: Moroding now : well burn, 
' ob, demoliſh and murder another time together : This is a Bus'neſs muſt be - 
done with Decency.— Heark. 
2. Man. Some Company coming, Sir, from the Back-Street Ward- 
Beaug, Hold then, Plunder : Do you, with, your flying Paxty,” hover at a | 
diftance about the Fields 3 while I, with the-reft of the Body, polt my {elf as 


advantagiouſly as I can, to watch the'Enemics Motions- Exeunt, 
Enter Theodoret and bis Party: 
 Theod, This way the noiſe was:i! Be ſure keep ſafe thei Garden ate, and 
fallow me carctully. . [ Exit Theod.: 
Ficer Courtine. - l 


Comnt:So;here Tamzand now for my InſtzyRions. Let, me ſee.[ Reads the Bill, - 
| Prayicome: diſguiſed; 1hat if the. Defign:(hanld miſcarry, your Retreat may be the ea- 
freer... | Torr unkpown: bluſhing Servant—— Humph ! Bluſbing Servant { Paſipgly 
modeft, i*}}'varuant\you ! : Pray came diſgnifedi!; So-l am,” or. the Devil's in't 3 
for 1 look more like a Cut-throat, than any thing elſe. Let me ſee z Upon . 
this very Spot, ithe:laſtitinie 1 was here, did 1-meet my damn'd Wite; Avert- 
the Omen, ſweet Heaven, I beſeech thee. And now, as k am. confadering, 
where can thy Eriend Brawgardibeat preſent-top'? With a Whores There's - 
that Queſtion anſwer'd. herefore, would but my unknown. bluſhing Ser- - 
vantapptar,:'er give mea kind:Signs would but my. little Partridge call, me- - 
thinks I could ſo ſhuckle;;and-xun; jand Bill, and. clap- my Wings- about. her. - 
Hah ! : 1 -vigod 3111 63-4 Terns about. - 


Enter - 
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: Enter Theodoret, 


Theoa. Stand : Who goes there ? 
Court. What's the-matter now ?. 
1 Serv. Stand, Sir : What are you, Sir ? 
Court, What am I, Sir ! A Man, Sir. | ; 
Theod. A Man, Sir, we ſee you are.: But what Man are you, Friend ? 
Court, A Gentleman, Friend 3 and you had belt uſe me ſo. By Heaven, 
Theodoret 3 and if I am but diſcover'd ! | 
- Theod, Hands off, unlooſe him. You are not him we look for. Sir. 
Corrt, I am glad of that with all my Heart. | 
Theod. And therefore I ask your Pardon. © But, if you are a Gentleman, 
you will aſſiſt one in me, that have been injured. I have reaſon to believe, my 
Houſe is now beſet by Villains, who have baſe deſigns upon the Honour of my 
Family. "Wherefore, if you'are what you pretend, you'll-draw. your Sword | 
to do a good-Cauſe- Juſtice, | 
Conrt, Sir,”I wear it fornootherend 3 and you ſhall command it. Ay, 
"tis ſo Beaugard ; upon new Exploits for the Recovery of his Widow. No- 
thing but Knight-Errantry firring this Moon. - | 
-  Theod, Plcaſe you then; Sir, to ſtay here with my Servants, while I walk ta 
the Corner of yon Wall, and try what I candiſcover. [ Exit Theod. 
Court. You may truſt me, - Sir. Now will I ſhew my (elf a true Renegado 3 
take Entertainment*in Chriftian Service, to'betray *em to my Brother Turk, 
upon the firſt opportunity,/® And. ſo, my bluſhing Unknown, you may c'cn 
Nay your Stomach” with your'Sheets for this Night. | | 


7 Re-enter Theodorct. 
"Theok. -They- are here, fand faft 5 'be.reſolute, and: be xewarded.- 
? | Enter Lucrece. j 


Lacr, Now, for a convenient Opportunity to do .a miſchief : Beaugard, I 
find, is come, and my kind Miftteſs pun&taal to Appointment in the Garden. 
Now, could 1 but order the Aﬀairſo, 'as to'flur Beavgard upon ber, inſtead of 
my {elf ; and her upon him, inftead of Porcia, my Conſcience would be fatif- 
| on 3. and he, 'Mr. Conitine,my\Rival Widow, and the:Wite ſerv*d all in their 
*  Theod: Hold, Sir; What arc you ? [ To Beaugard at the Entrance. 
" Court. Ay 5 Now, now. 0 cn AT 
'Beakg. No matter, 'Sir5 thisis not-atime of Night-to anſwer Queſtions. . 

Theod: Nay; then, ———— W370 D 1240] 


Beaug, Nay, now Sir 3' and when' elſe you think fitting, Sir.: I am the 
Man you look for 3 aid you are him I wiſht toimeet*here.. -. 
Court. Now how the Devil I ſhall do to tilt Booty 3 Hang me like a Dog. it 


Theod, 


I can imagine. | 
Beaug. Come on there, 


4 go 2 : 
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Theed. You paſs upon-your;death.: \- 
Beaug... I have learnt to:ſcorn death. more fac 6 you cneamolits | 

T fee your Numbers too, and come prepar'd, 

Porcia's my Claim, and hereT'1l win or loſe her. | 
 Theod: Then take thy due 5 and dye like a midnight Thief. F all on. 


[Beaug, and Theod. engage, and their Parties. Beaug. and Theod. 
Quit, each other, Beang. falls upon Courtine, 'end Theod.: axpon 
Beaug. Party-3| who retire few: bin, as Court. doer from —_ 
off from the Stage. 


* Theod, He runs, he runs 3 the Half. bred HeRtor runs. Falſe Cards and Dies, 
and Quart-pot. Brothe-Brawles, were-fitter: fbrihis Management, thanhonou- 
rable Difference: Heark, Claſhing of Swords ſtill, by HeaverrI-niiſs:om Friend 
the honourable Stranger, that a copkout _ ; if, it hppa \kt's 
out, and give him ſuccor. | 


- 


Enter Beaugard driving in Courtine,: #tba-retires beyond the reach of bis Sword. 


Beang. Baſe Raſcal ! ' Coward Aied—— ;. 543 318 1 ” 17887 Fi () 
Cort; No, Sir; I Rand ſtock Gill, and: won” t ſtir an Inch-3 43: s Sie pins I 
| fo uncivi}, rcfolve not to fight a ſtroke moxe : So there's my Sword,andhere's 


your humble Servant, | ; 112hn6Q©) ©, 015 ney Aly ns 
Beaug, Gountine?, | dic £ ant gf chad ww Io ie 295445 T 
Court, The {ame. . , wb b 8530; IP : 70'r Bin Jun I my 
Beaug. And nms Snaneend:: ” (4-1 4+ 


Caurt. No, Sir, your Friend, had you; oor ah fiave:fountbirs 'T 
came hither diſguis'd, for.a Reaſon.you ſhall know hereafter 3 But fallingjiato 
. the hands of the-Enemy, was forced:to take Party againit you, for fear of be- 
Ing beazen for you: Net:with a defighofi xeyoltingauduld you have givenane 
leave but you, when you ſhould have kept : at the head of your Friendsztook 
4patticular fancy to be: vekingmy nel: ey DOW your brliac _—_— 


got. by it. _' '} xj 10 #1 ? £ 
Beaug.- Then Geewel Uh ever poor Widout--r—But bay weilcbaſo and 
unmanly to give it over ſo—- Let me ſee— Lend 'me thy Diſguiſe, Quickly, 


quickly, quickly, my my her, an S m_ 
Cort. Ay, with all m om 8-7 AD To —[ Diſeuiſes Beaug: 
Bearg. Take this, By Won EO on Gives him bis Whiſtle. 
They know the fign 3 and cannot be far off under the condudt of Plunder that 
was my Serjeant abroad, thou knowfi him's.adakdautav late is poſlible, 11} 
be hereabouts, and be near me, if any new Diſaſter ſhould happen. 
Court. Well, with all my heart for once,here is a new deſign in Embrio now, 
thoughIfangy whon:w, hsve got bers -ahal METorcynake of cls "Mtiflow 
what: the fas cath us, Þ penn s #} G7 4.rioslg} s beords 2121 Mob 
.' | Beaxg. >No,move;z'T hear Company 3a nifh-[ ExytCourts Eriter Thovkd. 
" Theod. This way 1 ene L heard it : Look.ls:noc. thay he !:;Oh my dean ge- 


nerous Friend, let me crabrace you: Ihope you are come off well. 
K Beaugs 


—_— 
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7. Very well, Sir,I thank you , if I were but'well off from this places 
I ba the man I had to deal withall i is fallen, for 1 left him ſtag? ring.e Secu- 
rity were beſt for us all, Sir. 
_=_ My houſe ſhall be your Sanctuary, and 1'l! dye with you but Fiipro» 

tect you, 

© nn I gad, and that's kindly (aid, asthings ftand. between us , .and if he 
knew all, [ 4fede. 

' Theod. Open the Garden-gate there: You ſhall reſt' your (elf in an Arbor, 
while] diſpoſe of the groſs. of my Family, and-prepare an- Apartment for 
your privacy. 

Beaxg.. If I had dy'd in your Quarrel, Sir, a Generofity like this had-over> 
rewarded it., { Courtine atthe Entrance. 

. Comrt..\Stand ſtill ye beaten ſcatter'd Scoundxels, I think that's he, follow 
me but at. a dittance.. 


Theod,. Open the Gate Lay there, come Sir—————| They emer the Garden.. 
Coxrt.. The Stratagem ſucceeds, and Troy at laſt is taken.. 
Eater Eucrece.- 


Liner: Oh ther Sir, are not you Captain Beaugard ? | 
emer . The ſame;.my dear-Child; the ſame 3 Haſt thou: any good tydings 

Cr me - p 

Lixer. The private door of the Garden on the other ſide is opened, and you - 
may.cnter.Sir.. My poor Lady is dying almoſt with deſpairgthat ſhe ſhallnever- 
ſee you more :- Could 'younow-telt-me news of Captain Comeine 2 | 

Conrt, Haht Does then my Bluſbing unknown belong to theſe Territories ?- 
It muſt befo, Captain Comrtine is juſt gone in-before Sweet-heart, thexefore if 
thouart a true Friend to Love, quickly conduct me. 

Lucy. Vl ſhew-you; Sir, into the door where you may conceal your -felf- in 
one: of the Arbors gs the Houſe, and bring you. farther- intelli- 


EEE. . 

Cowrt, And if. my, Advencore happen-realſy to be-at the end'of this buſineſs, 
my-Friend and I ſhall not, I fancy, paſs our time _ uncorfortably. [Excxnt. 
Rbgucs-follow me, follow me Rogues... | 


\q CEN E. wY Garden... 
o Ren: Sohn out. of. ab tbe: 
* Blavg.« Bs, fo, this far Fam indifcorered} it is us drias if the Devil _ 
Cel: were abroad -a.. ſohcing amongſt a Company of Northern Witches to 


Might ::if;Courtint bo bus _cnter'® with my Mermidons,the Widows infallibly 
oc Kg: Whv comes here? 


Butey- 


cn 
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Enter Lucrece, 


Lucr. Sir, Sir, where are you ? 

Beaug. Here, here, my Friend, I wait you. 
\ Tcr, Friend! Is not your Name ?— | 

- My Name, what! what can this mean ?—— [ Afide. 

Laxcr. Beangard, Come, come, I know you: You need not diſtruſt your ſelf, 
my deſign is to do you ſervice your Porcis knows you are here, and expets 
you with her Arms open, follow me. 

' Beaxg. Bethou my good or bad Ange), at the charm of that name I muſt 


_ follow thee, though thou lead me to Perdition. 


Lacr. Softly, nonoiſe, this way, give me your hand. [ Exennt. 
Enter Courtine. 


Court, Hold, let me ſee; Ay, there I think is an Arbor where I will creep 
in, and lie as cloſe, asa Coward i in the Hold at a Sea-fight. 


Enter Theodoret. 


Theod. Aereabouts it was T left him, it is wonderfully dark : Friend ! Friend! 
Where are you ? 

Court. Hah! that's another ſort of Voice than the Yourghasl Span 
on : By Heav*n, Theodoret ! [ Aſide. 

Theod, Friend, Friend, I ſay, where are you ? 


| Court. Ay, but the Devil a word you get of me. | { 4fides 
Theod. Why, Sir Friend, do not you hear me ? 
Court. No. [ Aſide. 


 Theod. 1 am ſure this muſt be the Arbor 3 I'll run and call a Flambcaux. 
Corrt, That may not be ſo well neither, my affairs will not agree with the 


light as I take it. [ Aſide. 
Theod. May be he*s fallen aſleep,let me ſee.ſ Gropes into the Arbor,and feels bim. 
"Tis even ſo: What hoa, Sir !———— { Courtine ſnores- 


Friend, Friend, awake, your Chamber's ready, and I fiay tor you. | 
Court. Who's there ? What are you? { Aloud, as if frighted ſuddenly. 
Theod. Huſh, make no noiſe 3 but come away. 

Court. Is it you, Sir ? —He miſtakes me for Beawgard, T hope. 
Theod, The ſame : I wait upon you, follow me.” . 
Coxrt. If he diſcover me, all again is xin'd 3 but Darkneſs, I hope, and 

Impudence, will befriend a good Cauſe. 
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S CE NE; Pirdevill's Chamber, 
With only one ſmall Lamp Uurning, ont Dardevill on the Bed, 


4 Doh Oh! oh | oh} my Wounds and wy Sins Aa SAS, Aw 
Conſcience, how. (ball Iquict thee!) - {- Beangs Father: at the door, 

Fath. This cowardly Clien-bearred Raſcal will dpc;and be: damn'd at laſt, 
How do yon:do Sir * How do you find your ſelf?- 

Dard. Oh very ill, Heav*n knows! within few-hours of: a Grave, and with-- 
_ cnt-great/mercy of adceper. placey Whoever you are, . if you have any Chari- 
ty, procure me ſome Conſcientious _— Divine to unburden my. ſelf of my 
iniquity to. 

Fath.” This puling, whining, repining Ronke, within theſe two days was _ 
——_— QOught I to be hang'd now for: ſuch a Varkt! Shall I ſend you 
a Divine, ſaid you Sir?- 

Dard. It would be a "great Favour, and a Comfort to me, Sir. 
 _ Fath, Vil try whatI can do for you; fince I ſec your condition.{o dangerous, 

a Pox o'yr Quealy Conſcience : There is no ſafety for me in ſtaying here,that's 
one thing, the Houſe being certainly beſet for the apprchending ſome body : For 
looking out at the Wardrobe Window as I was dreſſing my ſelf, I obſerved ix 
or {even amd Rogues with hangmanly: Faces, ſneaking and ſculking about 
the Garden, . that's another thing 3 wherefore I will haſten and- finiſh my diſ- 
guiſe, and if there come an Alarum, take the faireſt opportunity to get off in 
it, and that for me will be the beſt thing. [ Exit Father. 


Enter Courtine. 


Court, To what: an infignificant purpoſe lavel taken oY pains tonight, 
here have 1 been put into a Room with a Bed in it, with pray, Sir, will: you 
be pleaſed to take your :reft in the DeviPs Name 3: when my delign” has not 
been to take my reſt, but my Recreation: 1 fancy I heard a kind, ſmall corn- 
plaining Voice this way too, :and mult at prefent confeſs my felt in a very goed 
natur*'d humor.. very: muchiinclined to ſuccor any _—_—_—_ Painſclt that wants 
a Companion to paſs away a tedious Night withall..: 0:4 F 

Dard. Oh ! ox! Would but this dear Man come rob TW 

(Nw. Hah ! heark! That-muGi certainly berme Ge! means z' nay; Lam fire 

: Fl 6n a littfe farther .- 

Dard. Oh h h! | 

Cort. Where art thou, thou poor Creature? ? i: am come to comfort thee. 

Dargd.: | wiſh you had come a little ſooner, I am very 11]. 

Court, Alas, kind So ſhe's lick with patlionate cxpearion : This mult. be 
my bluſhing, unknown Servant at the lcaft.. 

Dard. Whercabouts are you ?, Give me your hand hither, will you ? 


Court... Here, here it is, and my heart wo) thou haſt *em both: I'll "o_ 
ie 
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ſhe hay a well grown: palm,; by the.Rule of proportion Ill warrant her aSwin- 
ger 5 -but.no mattex,*tis-jn the dark. [ Afde. 
- Dards Heart,, ſaid you Sir, ?. Alas! my. poor heart's breaking, 

; Caurt., Breaking, .deax Soul! No, no, never fear it, VIl give theea Reaipe+ to 
_ it whole-Fll warrant thee : This is the moſt Romantick Adventure. -, 


[ F als to wndreſ ing _—_ 
Poxcia and Phillis at the Door. ; 


"Ala Has then Beangard gotten entrance art thou [REY ? 

Court, Hah! 

Phillis, Madam fo ſure 3 that his Valet Fourbine is here in the Houſe , and 
told me fo himſelf. 

Court; What's that ? "$ 

Porcia, Then now my part begins :- Was there ever fach inhumane Cruelty 
committed, a Wretch barbarcuſly murder'd and expos?d, without comfort or 
fuccor ? 

Court, Murder, ſaid they ? What Manſlaying! when all my thoughts were 
upon nothing but Manmaking, I gad then 'tis time that I take careztor one, 
arid till a better conveniency offer it ſelf, here's my Burrough, murder in the 
Devil's name. What do they fay now * [. Creeps under the Bed. 

Porcia. No, no, my Conſcience will not bear it, I mult proclaim it 'to the 
World : What hoa there, Murder, Murder, Murder. 

Court, Oh Lord, here's a comfortable Condition that 1 am got into. 

Porcia. But does the Chyrurgeon fay there is certainly no danger * 

Phillis. Only a thin-skin Wound on the outlide of his Belly; but that the 
force of Fcar in the Cowardly-hearted Fellow, will let, him- think of nothing 
but a Grave and Damnation. 4 

Poreia. The preſent advantage of it then muſt be improv'd ; whereforc kay 
the ſtinging of my Conſcience will not let me reſt, 1 dare not conceal this 
Murder. . - Marder, Murder, Murdes ! Cry Murder you Witch, and alarm - the 
Houſe. L 
. Phillis. Here is fomebody coming already, Madam. 

Porciz, Stand fill, and obſerve then. - 


Enter Beaugard. 


Bearg. I think it was this way, but no matter, for-l am fare I reign Loxd 
PeraniGunt of this Caltle now : The angr' jealous Brother is gone to Bed,and 
all his warlike Family; where he lies as 141: , and ſnores and gapes ſo wide, 
one mize tical the Widow out of his mouth it the were there; Now could I 
but find the way, to.her Ladiſhip's Chamber, while Plunder 1s. according to Or- 
ders, with his Crew binding the drowzy Rogues of. the Family in tizetr Beds! 
What an opportunity would that be! For there is but one way of makivg a 
ſlippery Widow ſure to you, 

Porcia, No MArrer, happen how it will, Ifayagain it is a Crying S Sin, it 1s 


an Abonination, *tis a——Ah! | Seeing Beaug. diguisd, is frighted andrunt oat. 
Beats. - 
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_ Beang. Hah! What do Ghoſts walk here at this time o'Night, and in Petti- 
coats t003 Nay, then have at you : Ye Airy Forms. [_ Going out, is met by bis 
Father, disguis'd like a r Janie Preacher. 
Fath. Yes, verily, and indeed it is an Abomination, a burning Shame, and a 
lewd Abomination. | | 
Beawg. Hell and the Devil ! My Spirit in Petticoats that ſqueak'd Abomina- 
tion in Els, converted to the fleſhly limilitude of aHoly Brother, that Cants 
it inGamut—— Hoh! Speak, what art thou ? | 
Fath. A Miniſter of Peace to wounded Conſciences;, I come here by ap- 
. Pointment with an Olive Branch in my-mouth, to viſit a mortal Ark toſs'd 
and floating in flouds of its own Tears, for its own Frailties. 
Beang. Andare you really, Sir, a Man? Really the Godly Implement-yeu ap» 
pear to be, far, the ſcowring of foul Conſciences. 
Dard. Az! ha ! ha ! Godly lmplement,it has almoſt made me laugh) that's 
a merry Gentleman, I'll warrant him: Oh hh! | 
Fath. lam, Friend, I tell thee, an inſtrucer of the Choſen: Thou ſavour' 
of the old Man, ſtand off, and do not pollute me with too near communicati- 
on: Icometo convert a Sinner to the Truth, it was I that converted as 
ſome ſay no-body; and expounded the groans of the Proteſtant Board, How 
farcth our Brother-? - | 
Dard. Alas, Sir, very weak; upon the point of Diflolution, and tormented 
with the ſtings of a terrify'd Conſcience. 
Fath. Lay then one hand upon thy heart. | 
Dard. Ido (fo. | 
Fath. Lend-me the other; that in the pouring forth thy ſins, thy right hand 
may not know what thy left hand doth. 
Beang. A very material Point that is truly. 
Fatb. Thou haſt lived in Wickedneſs long, 
| Dard. From Sixteen to Eight and Forty, without the leaſt Repentance, or a 
thought of it. i | 
Fath. A very dangerous ſtate 3 but for thy darling Sins, Imprimis, what? 
Dard. Drunkenneſs. | 
Fath. A very pernicious fin, and of the DeviPs own inſtitution 3 for it fets 
our Souls a fire : Nay, it ſets our Noſes o* fire, and ſets Houſes o'fire. Drun- 
kennels ! Did you ever burn any Houſes ? 
' Dard. Never but three, and they Houſes of pollution too : Bawdy-houſes,Sir. 
Fath. So much the worſe: For it Bawdy-houſes be burnt, what civil Fa- 
mily in this City ſleeps ſafe ? I never burnt a Bawdy-houſe in my life , that's 
my comfort, Item. : | 
Dard. Whoredom, Adultery ! 
| Fath. For Adultery, I mean corrupting of other mens Wives, let me tel 
" you itis a crying Sin, and a very loud one tooz but do you repent ? 
Dard. From the Bottom of my heart. | 
Beang. So, Heav'n be thanked, there's no harm in plain Whoredom, 
Fath. No more to be ſaid then ; be comforted, and I'll abſolve thee : But 
wich wham was this Wickedaneſs committed- laſt? * | 
Dark. Wich my Boſom Friend's Wife, and. one that deſerv'd much berter of 
mee | Beauge 
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Beaug. And that was very friendly done of thee truly. 
* Fath. Impudent Rogue ! Bur was fhe very young ? 
' . Beaug. Ay, now the feeling, circumſiantial Queſtions are ftarting, 
Dard. About Eighteen; and'not yet wedded a full year. 
Fath. Voluptuous Dog! But handſom too ? Was ſhe very handſom ? 
Dard. Too beautiful, to have had ſo little Virtue. - WY 
. Fath. Her Name, her Name! Tell me her Name. Quickly, I ſay unto 
thee, let me know: her Name. | 
Beaug. Well ſaid, well faid there, old Fornication ! 
. Dard. That Ihave promiſed ſhall for ever be a Secret, Sir: oy 
Fath. Then thou art damn'd, and I do not abſalve thee. . I muſt know this 
precious young Harlot. | Afide. ] Once more I ſay her Name! 
Dard.. But I-have ſworn, Sir3 you'd not have me be forſwqin}. 
Fath. A mortatSin in it ſelf: Swearing is another Sin. Farewel, I'll have 
no more to do-with thee: Thy Sins are of too deep a Dye, and Satan be upon 
thee, a damn'd Rogue not to tell me her Name. 

' Dard. Oh! oh! dearSir, come back again, and leave menot in this deſpe- 
rate, deſponding, ſad condition. | [Exit Father. 
If he has any mercy in this Cafe but upon his own conditions, he's no Father of 
mine 1 amſure on't. __ [dfide. 


| Enter Lucrece. E 


Lwer. Oh, Sir, Fam glad T have met with you, a word with you in. ivate, 
tum, turn this way into the next Room quickly, - Porcia, Porcia, your Widow 


= 


Beaug. Hah! ſpeak, where.is the, thou pretty, finiling Mercury ! Ip 
Lacr. 1 am to bring her to youthis moment : No more words,but inSir,in, 


if you'll be happy. 


Conrt, Porcia, Porcia, ſaid he? Then 1 am fure it muſt be Beangard, a pretty 

Pimp that I'll warrant him. - [_ Aſide. 

| Beaug: And fhalt I truſt thee? | + 
Lacr.. Why ſhould 1 deceive you ? $4 
Beang. Be ſure thou dolt not, as thou loveſt the welfare of this (oft, tender 


outſide z adicu for a minute. : | coins 
Lucr. That minute gives her to your poſſeſſion, Sir—— Hiſt, Madam, 
Hiſt? The Coaſt is now clear. | 


Sylvie. Where are you ill nature ? : | 
Lucr. -Here, tortur'd with my Longings : Where are yoa? come, come... 
Sylvia. Why do you make me do this ? | | 
Lwcr. Is that aQueſtion now? Turn, turn: into-the dark Chamber: .Pll-but 
ſecure this Door, and then the Night's our own. - 
Sylvia. Don't (tay too long. | 
Court. How afraid ihe is, lci> he ſhould come again'too ſoon * [ 4fide. 
Lucr, Be fatish'd, Pll fly————chat is. from you as faſt as Lcan,for 1 hope 
Fhave fitted. you. : 
| [ Exit Sylvia. 
Cort, 


"Ki: 


—_ 


va =, SI Foy 


Court, Nay, faith, if this be the Cuſtom of the —— FIl uk here no 
longer; The Devil again? 


Re-enter Father, 


Fath. Trouble me no more, I ſay I will not be-perſuaded, I will know the 
Adulereiſes Name, thatI may admoniſh hcr 3 for it bas becn of ancient pra» 
Rice in theſe our pious Offices, to make our Converts confeſs not only all they 
know, but all that we'have a mind to know. | 
Dard. Not Sir, 1 hope, -it it be improper. 
Fath. No matter for that, proper or improper, right or wrong;true or falſe, 
If it be for our uſe, it nuſt be confeſſed. + Therefore 1 (ay, and ſay again, I do 
not abſolve thee, thon art in the ſtate of Perdition-fiills rell me her Name,or 
for thy Drunkenneſs, and burning of Houfes ; Thy Whoredoms, and Adulte- 
ries; Blaſphemy, and Profancels, Thy Swearing, and Forfwearing Thy rub- 
bing out Milk-ſcores, and lamb-blacking of Signs in Covent-Gardenz Thy 
breaking of Windows, killing Confiables and Watchmen, pen Twflors 
| py Goepiupen and Link- Boys: for all thele—— 
© Noiſes of ſqueaking from each f de of the Stage, one rw Sr 
Heark there the mo_y Fiends are at "y door already. —_ 
ſcreame yes: : 


.* Court. Nay, Madam, if HWIOY and think to alarum the Houſe; I'donot 
behave-ny f(elf:.like a true Friend to Love, I am miſtaken, and fo here: I :ami 
polied, and thus will maintain the Paſs. | Goes to the door where Beaug, and bis 

wife are, and dvams bi fword to defend it. 


* Ley. at-the door, Well ſaid, my-civil,: dear and friendly Cuckold. 
- Enter 'Theodoret- and Porcia crying. 


- Theod. Come'forth thou Strumpet. | 

Porcia. Nay, cruel Theodoret, do not, do not kill me : F hive on my kneel 

| Court. How's this ? Porcia taken there, and. wx ;Friend here m phivege with 
Porcia too! 

Theod.' By Heav*nthoudy*tt this moment. 

Coxrt. By Hell. though but (he ſhall not, Sir. 


Enjer Sylvia, and Beaugard purſuing ber. 
Beang. Nay, Madam, then! how's: this? My Widow Glit in twain! My 


Porcia there, and Porcia here t60? - Confound me eContePrilite 5 1 have _ 
finely. al a9! vs 3 3acld- ab, 


Theod. You'll jaltific- thisuſage'?” ; by + vo 

Court. You ſee, Sir, 1 am reſponſible. fo #10 '[ Shews how Beaug- 

Beaug. by Heay” n unhand her, ox—NAay, look Sir w youllknow me.: 
2 Throws off Dx diſguife- 


P orcia, 


—_— 


Percis, My faithful Souldicr! 
;. My vicorious Widow ! | She runs into-bis Arms. 
Theod. Call up my Servants there , raiſc all the Houſhold, * 


command them. | ; 
Theod, And I will find *em ſervice that ſhallwarm em. [ Exit. 
Comrt. Now, 1 fancy, by this Lady's concealing her ſelf, ſhe may be a diſco- 
very worth the, making, Madam, you ſee here my Friend is unconſtant, but 
truly nothing could ever wean him frem this Widow here. —— Sylvia! My 
Wite ! my rigid vertuous Wife! my-damn'd, confounded, jealous Wife! | 
Beaug. Now here are very hopeful matters towards. | , 
Court. It was very courteouſly done of me, Beaxgard, was itnot, to keep the 
door for you, with my own Wife, Sir ? | 
 Beang. Nay, 1ct.us not quarrel Ned: T1l give thee a friendly account of this 


- anatter. to morrow between, our ſclves, in the mean time be fſatisfi'd, 1 have 


not orgs thee. ; . . . 
pe Twas il you never leave - this Foraging into” -other Folks Quarters, 
aptain : | : | 
TWP afraid, Widow of mine, you had a finger in the Plot,though=-- 
Cart. Your humble:Servant, my Deareſt! T am only glad of this fair op- 
my drink, my Deazeſt, I hall whore my Dearcſi 3 and ſo long as I can pim 
> handfomly Sou my Deareſi, I hope if ever we return into the Cour 
trey, you'll wink at a -ſinall-Fault now and then with the Dairy-Wench, or 
Chamber-Maid, my Deareſt. | | 


- ws 


_ Sylv. Lalways as A a Burden toyourfſight, and you ſhall be this cime cas'd 
on't; po, | | ' ap 

Cort, With all my heart! Heav'n grant it would laſt for ever. 

T4 ; Emer Theodorct. | gs 


Theod. My Doors lockt up? My Servants gag'd and bound? Tam betray'd, 
| undone, .and Fl not live to bear it,” " —_ 
[| -  Beaug. Nay, hold, Sir, none of that neither : This Deſign was not laid for 
| a Tragedy. | : Swe ; 

Theod. How.do you intend to deal with me? 

Beaxg. Like a Gentleman, Sir, though you hardly deſerve it of me: In 
ſhort; this Lady is in my Charge now, and you in my power, and by her Au- 
' thoxity, this being her own Houſe, I have made thus bold with it, and will 
- take care to diſpoſe hereafter out of the reach of your mercileſs Tyranny, nay, 
3 If this reverend perſon will do us the friendly Office, though I have often re-- 
nounc't it, am ready to do it one way this moment. Dardevl, wilt thou lend 
ame thy Chaplain? | E Eo | 

Dard, Heh'!.. | AR: 
- peck L * - | Porcigs 
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. [ Gives the Sign, Plunder and his Party appear. | 
See, here are thoſe that are xcady to wait on you, # you have any ſervice to. 


[ Exit. 


portunity,, tobe rid of, you; my Deareſt :- henceforth, my DeareR,, I ſhall drink 


— 
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Porcie. Riſe, Sir ! Won't you riſe? If your old Friend and Pmake a match 
on't, I hope youll be ſo kind to dance at the Wedding, 

Dard. Dance, Madam ” I am dying. & 

Phillis. That's falſe, to my nowKge, Madam: for the "RTE? told me 
laſt dreſſings it was fo flight a Wound, he had much ado to keep it fromheal- 

in 
ard, Yes, by the fame token when he had done with-me, he n with: 
. you, forſooth, and ſaid he would ſhew you a little of his operation, for hand- 
ling and tawperivg with his Box. of Inſtruments, and there's the rructyour: 
NOW. : 

All. Ha! ha! ha! ha” 

Nard. Why Gentlemien, Tadies, Friends, Acqualarinie, Am not T&jing?: 
Am not T wounded? Is not there a Hole in my belly, that you may: turn a 
Coach and fix in ? 

Beaug. No, no : Prithee leave raving, and get up for ſhame; man; "Thow van 
- Arheiſt, thou believe neither a God nor a Devil; and'be afraidof' © hart no*® 
bigger than aPin-hole ! Comrtine, lend us thy hand. to raiſe up'our old Friend- 
here : Well, how is't now ? -[ Set bim on bis Legs... 

Dard. Hah ! Faith and Troth, I fancy, nbt ſo bad as I thought it was. 
Methinks 1 begin to find my (elf pretty hearty 3 I can ftand, I carr walk: too, 
I have no pain at all. How dot thou do, . {Striker hint on the Shomlger; which | 
old Orththodox ?- 43 ſhakes the Diſguiſe from his Fate, © 

- Court. Ah! but you repented; Dardevilt 3 thou didft repent, Friend "Fam 
forry to hear of it with all my heart, it-will be a fouF blot-iny thy Eſcutcheon: | 
But thou didſt repent. 

Fath. A Poxon the Block-head,; now I ſhalt be known: {font no to fixebis 

aihs 

Dard. Repent ! Ptithee be quiet, Man : Repent, quotha'? , 9 oft thou 
think I-did. not know.my- old Cuſtomer for two Deuces here, old Anti-Abra-: 
bam, the Father of Unbelievers * | 

Fath, My Jacky ! my little Rogue! ' my.dainty Boy ! Thou Son of. thy nown 
Father, I can hold no longer 3 and I muſt kiſs thee, and I will kifs thee, eee6 
you.Dog,..you. Dog, you Dog, you little dear damn'd Doge. [ Sing 01d Simon... 
 Huzzs, the Widow's our own: Fhere lic Divinity: | 
Beaug, Avery Cutter, asI live, had he buta Tabiths, a perfeQ Cntrer.” 
Fath. Now, Jacky Boy fidky. you Rogue, ſhall not I have a lirtle ſpill 
+ out of this Portion now, hah ?. The jolly Worms that have fatten'd ſolong in- 
this Malmſey Noſe of mine with the Fumes' of Sack will die, ant drop out-of 
their Sockets elſc. Couldſt thou have the Heart to ſee this illuminated Noſe 
* of mine look like an empty Honey-Combz Couldfſt thou be ſohard hearted 3! 

Porcia. Faith, Captain, be mollify'd 3. the old Gentleman, methinks, pto- . 
poſes very moderately. 

Feath.: It ſhall be ſo: She ſhalt be my Daughter in Law, Gounh HH invere the 
Order of Duty, and' ask her Bleſſing, 

Beawg. Look you, Sir :- Though you have been a very ungratious: Father; 
upon. condition that you'll promiſe to leave off. Gaming, and ſtick to your 


Fath... 


þ £ 
Pl , 


mm and Drinking, I will treat with you. 
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Fath. The truth on't is, T have been too blame, Fatk! But thou ſhalt find 
me hereafter very obcdient 3 that is, provided 1 have my Terms: which are 
theſe. | | op ; | 

Beaug. Come on, then.. - p65 fe 

Fath. Three Bottles of Sack, ' Fack, 'per diem, without DeduGon, or falſe 
Meaſure: Two Pound of Tobacco per Month 3-and that of the beft too. 

Corr. Truly this is but reaſonable. 7 

Fath. Burtock-Beef and* Marob-Beer at Dinner, you 'Rogue : A young 
Wench of my own chufing, to wait on no body but me always :- Money in 
my Pocket: An old Pacing Horſe, and an Elbow-Chair. 

| Beaxg. Agreed. You ſee, Sir, already, Iam beginning to ſettle my Fangi- 

ly 3 and all this-comes by. the Dominion Chance has over us. By Chance you 
took the Charge of an old Father off frem my Hands.. and made a Chaplain of 
him. By the ſame fort of Chance I have taken this Lady off from your Hands, 
and intend to make her another ſort of Domeftick.. What ſay you, Sir? Are 
you contented ?- Es ; 

Theod, I cannot tell-whether-Fam or no.. | 

Beaug, Then: you are not ſo wiſe a Man as T'took-you for. Ih the mean 
time 3- for your Liberty, you muſt diſpenſe with the want of it, tilt have this 
Night ſecured the Safcty of my Widow. Your Friend Gratian, becauſe of his- 
Wounds, is only lock'd in his Chamber, and may take his Reſt as otherwilc.. 
For. the other part of- the Family, I'care not tomake Excuſes, | 5 


Thus ſtill, with Pozer- is hand, we treat-of Peace x- 
But when tis ratifyfd, Suſpicions ceaſe :- 
The Congquer'd to recruiting Labours move. 
Like me, the Vifdor, Crowns. his Eaſe with Love.. 
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